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•'That :vital, fateful word-it's coming now!" trembled fascinated Dal. "So's death!" shrieked Tom
Gr.een, leaping forward. Darting to the iron door, murderous Mulford seized tbe
handle 'to pull it shut and bolt the boys in with .t heir fiery doom?
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Off the Ticke r '·.
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.

OR,

FATE AT A MOMENT'S NOTICE.
By TOM DAWSON.
I

CHAPTER I.
DAL'S FIRST CHANCE TO DO THI NGS.

"Whew! You've got a tough job now.'t ·
"Not so bad," replied Dal.
"It will keep you here until ten o'clock to-night."
"Humph!" grunted Syd Adams. "You must love
work!"
"I do."
"Huh!"
"I've loved work ever since I came here," Dal went on,
blithely. "I'm working for Spofford now."
"That's a great privilege, ain't it?"
"It is and it isn't," Dal pursued, smiling. "1£ the[B's
any real brains and smartness in ·me, Spofford will find it
out and give me a chance to boost myself ahead in life. If
I'm a failure-a miss-Spofford will find it out and fire
me. I'll stand by the result of whether I keep my job."
"Huh!" growled Syd. "So you think real merit counts
in this shop?"
"Why, everybody knows it does,""retorted Dal. "Look
at the fellows who've been promoted up high here in the
last two years. They didn't have to wait for any one else
to die, either, but just stepped up over other fellow's heads."
"Huh! Yes! And look at the bunch of fellows who
have been liounced in the last three months!" sniffed Syd.
"Just because there wasn't any real stuff in 'em," snapped Dal. "I tell you, it's the test-working for Spofford.

The man who can't get along here will prove to be a failure
anywhere you put him in life."
"Oh, well, if you think so!" grunted Syd, exasperatedly.
"But if you happen to be among those who are bounced I
suppose you'll take a different view of this queer, crazy
old shop."
"Are you trying to get me bounced?" demanded Dal,
drily.
"What makes you say that?" queried Syd, sharply.
"Why, you're standing here wasting my time and your
own-no, not our time, but Spofford's. He pays for it."
"Oh, .bother!" came impatiently from Syd. "I don't
think· -"
"Maybe you don't, but I want to. Run along--sprintskiddoo !"
And Dal, with a scowling face, made a shooi:p.g motion /
that drove Syd off i!1 disgust.
. ·'
Then Dal settled down busily to his work.
It seemed like unimportant clerical work.
It consisted merely of the copying of long lists of securities, for Spofford's was one of the great :financial houses of
the day.
'
John Spofford enjoyed the reputation, among most of
his employes, and with a very large shar·e of the public, of
being "the only square man" among the great money kings.
Probably Spofford owned a couple of hundred million
dollars of his own. In addition, he had entrusted to. his
keepip.g hundreds of millions more from the generiµ spf~-p.
lating public.
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I .Dal worked faithfully

He was a power in the money world. A few words from
Spofford were often enough to send a stock up or down.
The public trusted him and looked upon him as a friend.
Spofford's enemies were among the other great money
kings, many of whom were banded together for the purpose
-well, to put it plainly-for the purpose of robbing that
section of the public which bought stocks for investment
or speculation.
Nine-tenths 0£ Spafford's employes were .his fast and
devoted friends.
This great money king played no favorites among those
who toiled in his busy offices.
He employed every new man or boy. In his own quiet
way, Spofford watched the work of every 'employe, and
knew what it was worth.
Promotion went only by merit and good showing.
An office boy might be raiaed to a confidential position
inside of a couple of years. If he had the "right stuff" in
him he was sure to be.
Dal Denby was one 0£ the newest of the employes of
Spofford.
Left homeless by the death of his mother, when he was
fourteen, Dal had traveled from a country town to New
York City.
He had sold papers, blacked boots, carried hand luggage
- had done almost anything for a while, and had made
little money at it.
Then he had secured a position as office boy-had held
tluee or four such positions, in fact, and at last, a half year
before the opening of this narrative, he had entered Spofford's as an office boy.
In two months Dal found himself promoted to the telephone switchboard.

Just two weeks before the present day he had been sent
to one of the accounting desks, for John Spofford had
discovered, in some way of his own, that Dal had been
taking night lessons in bookkeeping.
Dal felt reasonably certain, therefore, that he was pleasing "the old man," as Spafford's employes called him, although the money king was but a trifle past fifty.
"Mr. Adams will report to Mr. Spofford!" called an
office boy, passing through the room in which the two
clerks were employed.
Syd got down off his chair in hruite. He looked half
frightened, half pleased,, as he started for Spofford'~ private
'
office.
"Perhaps Syd's chance has come," murmured Dal, across
the top of the double desk, on the other side of which Tom
Green worked. "I hope he's going to get his chance."
Tom, plodding steadily away over a ledger, glanced up
for just an instant, shook his head, seriously, then resumed his work.
Tom was not likely to be advanced very far at Spofford's but he was at least fairly certain of being able to
hold his job.
He was not very clever, but a good, pa.tient, faithful
plodder-and there is need of some of this kind in the
W~f.ld.

away during the next twenty
mmutes.
Then, hearing a step, he glanced around swiftly.
Syd was coming back, his face a picture of wrath and
disgust.
"I guess I must be a failure," Syd stopped to say.
"What's the trouble?" Dal inquired.
"Old man said he wouldn't need me any longer. Gave
me an order on the cashier for my pay up to Saturday.
Oh, it's rotten-working for that kind of a fellow. I never
will again."
"No, I suppose not," said Da.1, drily. "There are very
few Spoffords in the world."
"But what do you think of a man who--" began Syd.
"Perhaps I'll tell you after office hours-not now. I've
got my hands full attending to my own bminess," Dal
retorted.
"But--"
·
"Please go, Syd. I need all my time to a.tten d to· bus1ness."
For another hour Dal plugged away at his task.
It was 11.30 now, and luncheon-time would come in half
an hour.
"I'll cut luncheon short," thought the boy. "I'd like to
get this work done as early to-night rui I can."
De11by did not sigh, as many another seventeen-year-old
youngster would have done, over the long evening 0£ work.
Night work was of common occurrence in Spofl'ord's
office.
In fa ct, there was a small force of clerks who came on
in th e evening and remained all night, for Spo.fl'ord's offices
in that old building on a side street, not far from Wall
Street, were never closed.
"Mr. Denby will report to Mr. Spofford's office at once!"
called a boy as he passed our hero's desk.
Dal Denby almost fell backward off his stool.
It was not often that Spofford sent for his "small-fry"
workers. When he did it always meant something out of
the usual.
"I wonder whether the old man is giving all his attention to firing b0ys this moming?" thrilled Denby, as he
hurried down th e long corridor that led to the private offices
of the money king.
First of all, Dal entered the public office, where people
in general waited for a chance to see the money king.
At a gate at the further end of this office Dal was
obliged to state his errand to the burly watchman on guard
there.
er' .
Then he passed through into an office, where half a
dozen confidential clerRs had their desks.
Now, a short corridor, and here, at the door of the money
Icing's very private ofi:ice stood Mulford, broad-shouldered
and powerful-looking.
It was Mul£ord's business to watch that private doorto admit no one whom Spofford did not want to see. '
"I've been sent for," Dal explained.
"I know," Ii.odde~ Mulford, and swung open the door.,

l

'
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.As Dal entered the charmed room of money greatness---:the first time he had been there since the day when he was
engaged-he saw the same large and rather bare-looking
apartment.
In this there was a big rolltop desk, a massive safe, and
a few chairs.
.
.
. But Dal's whole gaze was on the man at the desk.
John Spofford, as he heard the boy's step, whirled about.
"Oh, it's you, Denby?"
"Yes, sir."
Spofford was rather tall, slightly bald and moire than
slightly stout. He had a round, rosy face that would have
been jolly had it not been for the cares that a great business printed across his features.
So far as the employes of the place knew, Spofford never
joked and seldom smiled.
But Spofford did smile, for just a second, now, . as he
motioned to Dal to sit in the chair close to the desk.
"You're rather young, aren't you, Denby?"
"Seventeen, sir.''
"Younger than I thought."
Dal remained silent.
"Here's a little document that may interest you," continued the money king, unfolding a paper and passing it
to our hero.
"Shall I read it now, sir?"
."Of course."
Dal's
eyes swam with mist as he took in the first few
./
lines.
"Why, sir, this is your power of attorney for thirty days,
authorizing me to
"
"Sh!"
The warning exclamation was barely audible, but Spofford's £.ngers gripped the boy's shoulders hard as he passed
Dal on tip-toe and went softly toward the doorr.
Without making a sound, Spofford reached the door,
jerking it swiftly open.
Mulford, the guard of this door, down on his knees,
wit"I. one ear to the key-hole, all but lost his balance and
fell into the room. .
"I was just going to· call you, Mulford," said "the old
man," quietly. "Report to the head porter for something
that you're to do. Go at once."
Mulford, turning first very red, and then very white,
shambled to his feet, muttering. something under his
breath.
But he went without a word, Spofford watching the prying fellow until he had passed into the office of the con-·
fidential clerks.
Then, returning1po his desk, the m.oney king mut~red,
/
half aloud :
·'
"Confound these spies ! Still, they're useful, sometimes."
Turning to his telephm;ie, the money king sent a message,
in a few words, that Dal neither understood nor tried to
understand.
"Now we're safe from prying, Denby," resumed the "old
man," turning once more to our hero. "Let me see that
you comprehend that paper."

"Why, it authorizes me, sir, at any time within thirty
days, to order your brokers to buy or sell one hundred thousand shares of General Traction stock at par, or to sell
the same number at ninety."
"Exactly," said his employer, shortly.
Dal waited, not attempting to speak.
"The wol'k you were on this morning will be given to
another," went on Mr. Spofford. "When you go back, go
into that little office off your present room. Seat yourself
at the desk. .As the stock and other financial news come,:;
off the ticker on the tape, read the tape, cut it up and
paste it 011 sheets of paper. Send those sheets, by office
boy, to Mr. Dalton. 'fhat's all you'll appear to be doing.''
John Spofford placed great emphasis on the word "appear."
"Now, listen well," continued the great money king:
".As you will understand, you are holding in your hand
my authorfaation to make a ten-million-dolla.r deal for me.
Really, it means more, for countless millions of other people's money will be at stake. You grasp that?"
"Yse, sir."
"You're to buy or sell, at the figures given, according to
your own judgmen~as far as that paper shows. As a
fact, you're to buy or sell strictly according to my o·r der.''
"You'll call me here when you want to give the order?"
Dal queried. .
"I shan't be here, after another hour. I'm going out of
town. No one will know where I am. I shall send no
word to the office."
"Then, where shall I get my orders, sir?"
"Off the ticker !"
Dal felt a trifle staggered.
The "old man" meant to go away into such seclusion
that he would not even send a telegram to his own office.
Yet he would send in the order for a deal involving countless millions on the tape of the stock ticker, where it would
be read by every man interested in the busy money market !
"Remember," said Spofford, briefly, "the one word,
'ozone.' It isn't a common word. It will mean eve)"ything
to you-when you find it 011 the ticker. If you fail to
find it there, you'll cost me a big fortune, and ruin hundreds of people. Do you understand?"
Upderstand? Dal felt as if his head was whirling so
fast that he must fall off the chair.
"I shall keep my eyes glued to the tape of the ticker,"
he replied, huskily.

CH.APTER II.
A POISONOUS SN AKE WITH HANDS AND FEET.

•

"Now, let every word that I say sink in deep," were the
words from his employer that brought Dal Denby out of his
trance.
"The first time you see the word 'ozone' on the ticker,
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that means for you to get ready by going to the vault
room for this power of attorney. It'll be in the little
green safe. Here's a key to the safe. Get the power of
attorney, put it in your pocket, and be ready for the second
time that you find the word 'ozone' ion the ticker, which
will be very soon after. This second time you find the
word 'ozone' on the tape, my name will be mentioned in
connection in the same sentence. Understand?"
1 "Yes, sir."
"There will also be in that sentence a word that expresses the meaning of going up, o·r else a word that may
be interpreted as going down. If it's up, hurry to my
brokers and buy one hundred thousand shares of General
Traction. If the word means down, then hustle to sell the
shares. Got that straight?"
.
"Yes, sir."
" Then, here's the key to the vault room, and here's a
slip of paper gi ving the combination that you have to have
besides the key. Read the combination and repeat it to·me."
Dal read through the letters of the combination twice,
then repeated them.
"You won't forget any part of this ?" asked the money
king, sharply.
" Not a word, sir. It's all burned in my brain, I believe,"
Dal a.nswered, simply.
"Good! Now when you go back to your desk you'll find
another clerk there. Go to the office and sit beside the
ticker from now on. When you get the first 'ozone' off
the ticker, you will want some safe fellow to. go· to the
vault room with you. He must go to the broker's with you,
too. That's for your protection if any trickery is tried
against you. Who is a good, safe, steady, reliable fellow
for the job?"
"Tom Green, sir," Dal replied, without loss of a sec.and.
"Very good. By the time you reach your old desk,
Green will be at your orders. Remember, you're not to
tell him what's up."
"I won't."
" Nor any one else."
"No, sir."
"There are a few spies in this place," went on the "old
man,'' grimly. "I think I know most of them. You saw
how I caught Mulford listening at that door. Don't talk,
and don't let any one get an idea that you've anything unusual on."
"I won't," Dal replied, gravely. He :felt as if he had
aged twenty years since entering this private office.
"Yon can take your lunch between twelve and one every
day. The signal word won't come durip.g the noon hom.
But it's likely to come at any other hour that the stock
market is open. When the Stock Exchange closes for the
day, you're through, too, for that day. Now go!"
This sudden dismissal came with the abruptness of a
jolt.
Dal sprang to his feet as if an electric wire had become
suddenly busy under him.
"Good morning, sir."
"Good morning, Denby."

As our hero turned and hastened away, John Spofford
sat looking after his clerk with approving gaze.
"He'll do-he's got to do!" murmured the money king,
anxiously, as the swinging door shut Dal out from his
view. "He has been faithful and he isn't old enough or
experienced enough to see through the game for his own
profit at my expense. He'll do! He's got to do! But
it's a fearfully big stake to place on a boy so young !"
As Dal had said, every word of his instructions seemed
burned into his brain. It did not seem possible that be
could forget Dr go wrong.
Just before be reached his old desk, where Hubba.rd, another clerk, was already seated, Dal gave a start at realizing
that he did not have the power of attorney with him.
"Oh, of course!" he muttered. "Spofford took it back
again, and will lock it up in the green safe in the vault
room."
There was a new cleark at T'om Green's desk, too.
T'om stood close by his :former job, eyeing our hero as
the latter came up.
"At your orders," was Tom's greeting.
"Our job is in that little office over there, now," Dal
replied, and '1ecl the way.
The door to the little room was unlocked, and both boys
passed inside, our hero carefully closing the door.
"Well?" demanded Tom, curiously.
"It's an easy enough job," Dal returned, briefly. "Y011're
to sit at that desk, with paste-pot and shears. I'm to read
the tape off the ticker, and then pass the tape to you. You
cut it up into lengths, ancl paste it on sheets. Whenever
you get two or three sheets ready, call an office boy and
send the sheets to Mr. Dalton.~'
'
"I see. Well?"
"That's all I know," reto·r ted Dal, briefly.
"See here, Dal, clo you mean to say that we've been
taken off real work and sent ,in here to play the monkey?"
"I've nothing but my orders,'' came from Dal Denby.
"I'm not going back of them."
"I suppose that's rig~t," nodded Tom, seating himself
at the desk, which 'was already supplied with the scissors,
paste and paper that he needed. "But I wonder what the
old man's real game is?"
"If he had wanted me to know he'd have told me," Dal
rejoined. "But," he added, warily, mindful of the secrecy
that had been impbsed· upon him, "my orders haven't much
to do with Spofford. I report to Mr. Dalton."
"Do we take orders from Dalton?" Tom wanted to know.
"You don't Tom. You get yours from me."
Denby glanced up at the clock, discovering that it was
five 'minutes after noon.
"This is where we go to lunch," he aillilQ'unced.
"All right, boss," grinned Tom, and jumped up quickly.
Being chums, the tw.o youngstera went to lunch together.
Tom was silent, wondering what the whole game .could
be. Dal, who knew mo·re of what was going on, was thinking in a different strain.
"That's just like old Spofford, from all I've heard of
him," our hero's ·brain ran on, busily. "For months he
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doesn't tieem to know that I'm there. Now he sends for
me and trusts a fortune in my hands He doesn't even
take the trouble to say that he trusts me, but he' must. Dal,
old fellow, if you keep your head and don't let it get
swelled, I guess your chance has come. Keep your wits,
Dal, my boy, and I guess you'll, bye-and-bye, find yourself
one of the prize winners in that queer old money shop."
At five minutes before one Dal Denby had both himself
and Tom back :In the little office with the ticker.
For the next two hours or more it seemed to Dal that
he must be in a fever.
Not once, when the ticker was clicking, did he let his
staring gaze wander from the little tape that fluttered between his fingers.
Three times, at least, did the name of Spofford appear
in the afternoon's stock market news, but not once did
"ozone" stare him in the face from the tape.
Tom Green, meanwhile, patiently pasted the cut-up tape
and dispatched the sheets to Mr. Dalton, who was one of
the managers of the office.
. Then came the message which showed that the Stock
Exchange had closed for the day.
"That's all, Tom," Denby announced.
"What?"
"We're through when the market closes.'~
"What? Through at this time of the day? Ain't that
great! Dal-, how long does this job last?"
"Search me," was the non-committal answer of the young
·
' boss of the ticker room.
Anxious looks followed the two young clerks as they
passed out with their hats on.
"What are you going to do the rest of the afternon, Dal?"
Tom asked.
"Walk about Wall Street a bit, I guess."
"Then it's me off for the Y. M. 0. A. gym," anno1mced
Green, who was an. ardent follower of physical culture.
"What time do I get down in the morning?"
"Quarter to nine."
"Great! Well, so long, boss!"
At a swinging stride, Tom was off.
Dal walked more slowly. He turned into Wall Street,
for that great highway of money posseo;sed an o-verpowering
fascination for him.
Dal had already mapped otit bis future.
He. meant to be one of the great financial powers of the
future.
That was his fixed ambition. All that was left was for
him to realize it!
, Denby had walked almost to the entrance to the Stock
Exchange when he felt an eager hand on his shoulder.
T11rning, he fol!lild himself gazing up into- the sinister
eyes of Mulford, the confidential guard who had been that
morning shifted to a less impo-rtant position in Spofford's
office.
·
"W.here are you going, Den by?" queried the big fellow.
"Just taking a walk," Dal replied.
1 "Good!" Mulford whispered, eagerly.
"I want you to
take a little walk with me."

"Where?"
"To the place I'm going fo. See here, lad," and Mulford
bent over, whispering eagerly and mysteriously tho-ugh
not one man in the hurrying throngs that surged past them
gave as much as a glance at either, "there is a good deal
in ta.k ing this walk with me!"
"A good deal in it?" repeated Dal. "What on earth
do you mean?"
"There's a chance for you to make big money."
, "What are you talking about?"
"You know what you and old Spofford were talking
about this morning?"
Dal was instantly on his guard, suspicious and foxy.
"Yes, I know," he replied. "But there was no big
money in that talk."
"There is, if you'll give straight news about that same
talk," Mulford insisted;and the big fellow trembled in his
eagerness.
"See here, .Mulford"-Dal's voice rang sharply-"if
you've got anything to say, you'd better say it straight and
quick. Don't beat about the bush."
Mulford's big frame shook with eagerness as he whispered:
"Boy, there are parties who stand ready to pay two
hundred thousand dollars-cash spot down-for a straight
account of all that Spofford said to you this morning. What
do you say?"
"People ready to pay me such a tremendous price as
that?" Dal quivered, inwardly. If Spofford could have
foreseen that I'd have an offer like this-but of course he
foresaw it. Tha.t shows me how thol'O'ughly he has trusted
me."
But the boy's eyes blazed angrily as he looked up again
at the big fellow.
":Mulford," he quavered, "are you such a poisonous human snake that you'll work for Spofford and take his wages,
and yet be ready to sell him out at the first .chance?"
"Rats!" grinned lVIulforc.1, anxiously. "We're all working for ourselves, ain't we? That's what everybody does
in Wall Street, ain't it?"
"I suppose we must look after ourselves first," Dal admitted, with a strange smile.
"That's the way to talk!"
"This is straight goods about my price, is it?"
"Straight as a string!"
"Lead the way, then!"
With a snort of joy Mulford thrust one arm through our
hero's and walked him briskly clown the street.
Dal had just one thing he wanted to know.
Was the "System" back of this attempt to make him
betray his tnu::t?
"The System" was the name popularly applied to a collection of several" of the great money kings of the United
States.
These men of the "System" were banded togeth er to
boost stocks up or down, as suited their own purposes in
the fleecing of the public.
0
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"What are you hanging back for?" Mulford persisted.
This robbery 0£ the people the "System" carried on
.
"Come along!"
largely through the stock market.
The "System" controlled the money market in every way. "No; I guess I won't," spoke Dal, co.ally.
"What's that?" his companion cried, hoarsely. "Going
in its power, ancl went even to the length of buying up
State legislatures and other governing bodies in order to back on me, are you? I've a good mind to kill you ! I'm
secure i.he passage of laws that would aid in the System's desperate, Denby, and I wgn't stand any fooling!"
If looks could have killed, as the big fellow blazed sa.vschemes for getting richer at the expense of the common
. agely into the boy's eyes, Dal Denby would have been dead
people of the country.
John Spo·fforcl stood out as the one powerful opponent right then and there.
But Dal's face suddenly rippled into a smile. He looked
of the System.
Tin)e and again the System had tried to crush Spofford mightily amused.
"Been playing with me, have you?" raged the big fellow,
in the money markets, but always, so far, they had failed.
of the crowd of Wall Street men that hurried
unmindful
"Js the System trying to bribe me into helping them to
ruin the 'old man' now?" was the· thought that kept buzz- ))y without bothering its heads about this pair.
Dal laughed heartily n0iw. His glee, though, was all
ing in Dal's busy brain, as he walked along with Mulford.
"Gracious! The more I think it over the more certain sham.
"What you laughing at?" Mulford glared.
it seems that, if the System could buy me, body and soul,
' "I'm amused at you, Mulford."
they could ruin honest, fighting old John S..:pofford !"
"Oh, you are, eh, you- -"
Mulford had slowed his eager steps, and was turning in
"I'm wondering what your con is."
toward a broad doo·r .
"My con?"
Dal looked. He saw what he had expected- the entrance
"Yes. What kind o.f an old confidence game are you
to the great skyscraper i.n which the System was known to
trying to play on me, anyway? Offering me a fortune
have its Wall Street headquarters.
to go and tell somebody what John Spofford said to me in
"Here we are," whispered Mulford, hoarsely.
his office this morning ?'t
"Who are we going to see?" Dal asked.
"It's no con. The money's ready. Don't you want it?"
parties!"
the
to
talking
be
soon
mighty
"You'll
"Yes, of course I do. But I wouldn't get it- not even if
"And they'll really pay that amazing price for what I
I sold my soul out as you are pretending to be doing. No
can tell 'em?"
"It's a cinch-a copper-riveted certainty!" his guide de- sane man would pay me more than two dollars, at the outside, to know what instructions I got about my new job
clared, warmly.
Dal hung back slightly as Mulford tried to press him this morning."
Mulford's face had taken on a more dangerous shade now.
forward into the building.
He was at white heat-a man who could not be trifled
Our hero was debating within himself whether to go
further, and find out just who the men were who were be- with.
"It"~ you, Dal Denby, who are giving the con,'' he quivhind this attack on John Spofford.
ered. "Don't try to argue. Are you going to 'keep yo·u r
bargain with me--0r are you going to take the consequences?"
"Neither,'' laughed Hal. "I'm going to skiddoo."
"And throw away all that money?" insisted the big felCHAPTER III.
low, hoarsely.
"It isn't there."
THE PROWLER AT WORK.
"And throw me down on the big stake I was to get out
this business."
of
"Come right along," spoke Mulford, eagerly, taking a
looked as if he would pounce upon the boy and tear
He
tighter grip on the boy's arm.
"Shall I?" wondered the boy. "Shall I try to find o·u t him to pieces~with those big, powerful hands of his. '
Dal shivered a little, despite the protection that seemed
what and who ,is behind this queer piece of work?"
to be all around him in the presence of the passing ct:awd.
In his hesitation he hung back.
"You make me think of the figure qf that face carved
"You ain't going to back out now, are you?"
in the stone up over that entranc~," 1rernarked Dal, pointMulfortl's tone was suddenly anxious.
,
There was a tremble in the tone, as if he had played for ing up overhead before them.
Mulford looked, for an instant.
high stakes and feared to lose.
He heard Dal dart off, turned an~ pprsued.
"Don't be a baby or a fool," he urged. "Come right
Denby had dashed into the road, and was now on the
on in and get your money-big money!"·
furthe~ §lde of a passing truck.
But Dal had suddenly made his decision.
Muttering curses, Mulford followed the boy.
"All Spofford expects of me is to. follow orders to the
But Dfl,l had rounded the truck and lost himself in the
letter. If I vary a hair's breadth from the orders I'm
passing crowd.
almost sure to make a huge mistake."
1
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While 11ulford regained the sidewalk, and stood staring
in all directions, Dal turned a corner and soon was past
pursuit.
"Now, what on earth does it all mean?" he gasped, in
bewilderment. "The whole thing, from Spofford's instructions on, is a puzzle. It makes my brain ache! I used
to think I'd like to be one of Spafford's important men.
I wonder if they. all get such dizzying, meaningless, bewildering jobs as the one that has come to me?"
Dal felt the need of open air to clear away the cobwebs
that befogged his brain.
Walking well over to the West Side of the great, big
town, he turned his face uptown.
Meaning to walk only a part of the way, Dal kept on
and on.
When he really began to understand where he was, he
concluded that he was so near home that he would finish
the distance on foot.
Down West T'wenty-fourth Street he tumed, and kept
on until he was well over toward the shore o·f the North
River.
He halted, at last, before a. three-story brick house. He
went slowly up the steps, let himself in with a latch-key,
and climbed two flights of stairs. With another key he
opened the door of a tiny attic room.
Dal was at home--the only home he knew. It was a tiny
little bit of a room, with a cot, two chairn, a wash"'8tand
and a small, battered trunk.
On top of the trunk rested the half dozen books that
our hero owned. With them was an old magazine and a
Sunday pa.per:
No window was there to this room. The only light came
through half of the skylight that lighted his room and the
next.
Out of the nine dollars a week that he got at Spafford's,
Dal paid four for this room, with the morning and evening
meals.
"Home!" muttered Dal, queerly, as he glanced around
the tiny, stuffy little place. "Oh, no matter! If I stick to
my 'ozone' orders I'll soon have a better place than this."
It being nearly dark in the room in the April evening,
Dal lighted a gas-jet that had been all but stopped with
plaster of pa.ris. By this dim glow the boy sat down to
think.
His watch showed him that it was nearly supper-time.
He wondered if he had appetite enough to eat.
"Wonder if Tom's back?" he mutte.red, rising.
Tom Green, by v'i rtue of paying a little more out of his
{;J'f
ten weekly dollars, ana having a roommate, was able to have
a little better quarters on the floor below.
As Dal rose, the two keys that had been given him by
Mr. Spofford jangled to~ether in his pocket.
..
"Those keys! Oh, yes, I must look well after them,"
reflected the boy. ".Wc.iuldn't there be the deucy_, ,t,o pay
if I lost 'em?"
-·
J
Taking the keys out, he tied them together with a piece
. of string.

'1

"I really ought not to carry them about at night," he
reflected.
Down on his knees he went, prow ling under the cot.
The edge of the dingy carpet by the wall was loosely
laid. Dal slipped the keys in under the carpet, then rose.
"No one would think of looking there, even if he knew
I had the keys," smiled the boy.
Then, going out, he locked the door and ran nimbly
down to the floor below.
"Yes, I'm going to suppei"" replied Tom, who was busy
washing up.
".And what are you going to do this evening?"
· "Nothing especial. Let's you and me go for a walk.
It don't cost an'.)'thing. Go up and get your hat, and we'll
go direct from the table.''
Dal ran up. He thrilled with a feeling that he couldn't
explain when he saw the door of his room slightly open.
"Why, I thought I locked it," he quivered. "I- -"
He pushed the cioor open-then fell back a step-aghast.
There before him, crouching as if for a spring, was Mulford!
"You here?" gasped Dal, in a voice hardly a.hove a whisper. "How did you get here?"
"Sliut your mouth!" hissed Mulford.
"N<:>t until you tell me what you're doing here."
"You fool, shut up! Let me by!"
"You can't-shan't-go!"
Mulford sneered and took a quick step forward.
He regarded the boy as being too small, too soft, too
timid to offer resistance.
That was just where he made his mistake.
For Dal Denby, without turning his face away, had
jumped backward to a closet door.
Like a flash he reached in behind him- and now Dal
Denny stood barring the passage to the stairs.
Over his. head he swung a bed-slat-an ugly enough
loeking weapon in the hands of a desperate boy.
"Get out of the way! Don't make a muss!" quavered
Mulford, taldng cautious, crafty _step forward.
Swat! Dal didn't hesitate a second.
Down came the slat across the top of Mulford's head.
Had the big fellow really believed that the blow was
coming he might have fended it off.
Instead, he went down to the floor under the suddenness
of the determined attack.
Swat! For Dal; fighting like a tiger at bay, had followed
up the first blow with a second.
"Stop it!" roared Mulford.
"Get back into that room, then!"
"Stand back!" roared Mulford, leaping to his feet and
parrying a third blow that came without an instant;s l'os'~
of time.
"Get back there and , give an account of yourself !"
stormed Denby, his eyes :fl!shing with a light that had
never been seen there before.
Crack! As this blow descended, Mulford caught the slat
.in his hands .
Like a flash he dropped it, sprang forward, landed a
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blow on the boy's stomach that drove all his breath out.
Dal fell backward, weakly, while Mulford sprang down
the stairs.
The street door slammed before Dal was able to call:
"Tom! Tom Green! Quick!"
"What's the blasted row?" queried Tom, from his door
below.
Then, seeing Dal standing weakly, holding to the ballusrail, Tom darted up the stairs.
"Turf around-hot-foot--try to catch Mulford!" quivered the boy.

Ter

For just an inst~t Green looked dazed. Then, swiftly
comprehending, he turned and bolted down the stairs.
Dal followed as soon as he.could get his wind.
But out in the street both young fellows halted, non]" l u:ssed.
.Uulford was nat to be seen.
" What was the row about, anyway?" Tom demanded,
c:1:·;0usly, as they went up the steps again together.
"The fellow was prowling in my room."
"Forget it, then," advised Tom, cheerily. "There's
~'( ii :: ing up there worth stealing."
'' Oh, i1m't there?" Dal :fl.ashed, inwardly. "But he didn't
i , ,~ rn time to get it."
Dal went straight to the landlady to dema.n d hnw' Mull"> :·cl had gotten into the house.
"What kind of a looking mfm was he?" asked the
l': om an.
Dal described Mulford.
"Why, a man like that 'rented the room next .to yours an
hour ago," the woman announced.
"The-room-next to mine?" panted Dal, staring at he1~
h'ard.
"Yes, and paid me the week's mon~y in advance. H e
seemed like a nice enough sort of a-why, wh ere's that boy
gone to?" gasped the landlady.
Tom, too, looked mightly puzzled as he stared toward
the stairs.
Dal ha<l rushed up the first flight, two steps at a time.
The uext flight he took as swiftly.
.
Straight into his room he dashed, slamming the door
behind him.
Dowl'l on his knees-under the cot-Dal fumbled at the
C~fP.tf 'fltR ff~ll\PfiP.g :fingers.
"Go:pe !" he cried, hoarsely. "Oh, merciful heavengone!"
He came out from under the cot, straightened up like
one in a trance.
s seemeil to hav~ taken possession of his body.
\Colcl ~hiy
11
1
'Il~,; Jfa ~f~S{~f~ k~ciw where to look for the keys?"
he qnivered, :l.i~ brain swaying with the horror of the awful
luck that had fallen upon him,
·
Swiftly, like one. who ra.ces :ithout knowing the reason
why, young Denby ihrew himself .out of his room and into
the one that Mulford had rented.
:for two or t~ffStl seconds he stared a.bout him.
Then, with a cry, he dashed at the wooden partition wall.

Mulford had bored two or three small holes in that partition with a gimlet.
The feeble light, shining through these holes, had caught
the boy's gaze.
"Why_, I can see about everything in my room," groaned
Dal. "Of course he saw me hide ~he keys. Oh, how easy
it all was-how infernally easy!"
Not for more than ten seconds did thU;t dazed, agonized
spell last.
Dal Denby was, natumlly, a boy of action.
Despair could not long chain him when there was swift
work to be done.
"Those keys!" he blazed, as he sprang for the door.
"Those keys! Mulford! I'll have the keys back if I have
to take his life !"
Uttering that rash threat, I>al dashed down the two
flights of stairs .
In. his frenzy he had no time to think whether he really
meant his deadly threat.
He knew only that the keys were gone-that Mulford
had th.em!
"Tlte scoundrel I The traitor! The cur!"
Slam went the street door behind him, just as slowmoving Tom Green came out of the landl:idy's room.
Totn walked rather briskly to the door, went out, and
stared.
He was just in time to see flying Dal turn the corner,
eastwaru-resolute, wrathful Dal off on the enand of his
lif~ !

CHAPTER IV.
DAL TURNS DESPERATELY TO HIGHWAY ROBBERY.

"On Eighth Avenue-west-just north of Thirty-second
Street!"
That address Dal quivered out as he darted along up
Ninth Avenue.
He was fortunate enough to catch a car.
He boarded it, then groaned over every stop.
"It's going faster than I could run, though, without attracting the attention of the police," he reasoned, desperately.
,
For well he knew that the sight of a,.frantic boy, running
cl esperately up the avenue, would raise a shout of "Stop
thief !"
There would be a pursuit, a captme. He could explain
and get away, but the delay would drive hil)'.l. nearly cra.zy
in these awful, precious minutes.
It seemed as if the journey took an age, hut at last he
dropped off at Thirty-second Street.
Hurrying across the block, he halted on Eighth Avemie
and looked about him.
He ha9. once hewrd of the neighborhood in which Mulford
lived. .Fo.r tunately, he remembered it.
But now a new and terrifying doubt came up.
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"Has Mulford gone home, or has he raced away somewhere else to deliver those keys?"
It was terrifying to Dal Denby, that awful uncertainty.
He felt almost too dizzy to stand u_p.
Then he started, quivered anew, stiffened up, and w~
at once his own self.
There, on the other side of the avenue, was Mulford,
walking briskly along.
Dal had a desperate impulse to dash .across the street and
throttle the big fellow.
\
But he realized that he couldn't do it. Mulford was
too big and strong to be bested in· a fair fight.
"Foxy, boy!" Dal ordered himself.
He slunk into a doorway, watching.
Mulford's 'face expressed complete satisfaction as Dal
watched him from across the avenue.
"Oh, you've won out!" quivered the boy, wretchedly.
"But wait-:-wa.i t ! I'll have those keys, if I have to take
your life along with the~!"
Again our hero failed to realize how bloodthirsty his
threat sounded.
'
19
He could think of nothing but keys!
Mulford . was thinking, apparently, of nothing but his
own easy success, for he grinned, darkly, and stepped as if
treading on air.
Then, suddenly, Dal froze stiff with the coming of a
new, dreadful thought.
"Why, that scoundrel could go right to the vault roomto the little green safe-if he suspects. No one a.t Spofford's could stop him. Having the keys would give him
authority enough to enter the vault, for the old man
doesn't give written orders when he can help it."
Mulford in the vault ! Mulford in possession of th,e
power of attorney, ready to turn it over to the money
kings, who had paid him to turn traitor to his employer.
The cha.in of consequences 'that flashed up before the
boy's mind made him sick and <lesperate.
"Oh! That gives me just a bare hope!"
Dal's discovering eyes followed the big form of Mulford
passing between the two swinging doors of a saloon.
"Going in to celebrate his good luck!" quivered the boy.
"If he'll only take enough to get foozled--"
Dal was off, across the street, edging down toward the
door of the gin-mill.
Stealing close to the swinging doors, he peeped in
thrc;mgh the crack between the doors.
Yes, there was Mulford, standing at the bar, drinking.
"Oh, pshaw!" muttered Dal, disgustedly.
Mulford had a small glass of beer in his hand- not even
a large one.
Young Denby, though· he knew nothing about intoxicating drinks from his own experience, still knew that beer did
not intoxicate quickly.
"He'll come out as sober as an owl," quivered the boy,
disappointedly.
He moved backward across the street, getting into a
deep doorway from which he could watch both the front
and the side door of the gin-mill.

"What's that I've read about knockout drops?" the boy
wondered. "It's some h."ind of stuff they put in a fellow's
drink and make him go to sleep. I wish I knew how the
stuff is made-where to get some of it!"
In fact, every desperate kind of measure was receiving
some share of Denby's attention.
For once in his life he realized the full meaning of desperation.
Somehow-it mattered not in the least just how-he
must get possession of the pair of keys that he doubted not
were in one of Mulford's pockets at this very moment.
"Why don't they teach boys at school how to pick pockets?" was one of the wild thoughts that foun~ a brief resting place in Denby's bra.in.
As he glanced about him in the doorway for a moment,
Dal espied something that made his eyes snap.
It was a short, l1eavy stick, left there probably by some
child at play.
It . was a fairly heavy bludgeon, though, and young
Denby pounced upon it with a cry of joyous discovery.
"I begin to feel like a highwayman," he muttered, gripping the club tight. "Gracious ! What a. fearful thing a
deadly passion must be! I wonder if that's what's got
hold of me now?"
· His gaze was fast to the saloon's two entrances once more.
Three or four men had passed in and out while he stood
there.
"I hope that scoundrel is filling up "{ith somet~ing that'll
make him stupid," thought Denby, vengefully.
But, no!
Here was Mulford now, walking disgracefully straight,
as our hero thought, wrathfully.
He was coming across the avenue, too.
Shrinking back further into the hallw~, gripping the
club more desperately than ever, Dal waited, h~rdly daring
to breathe.
Mulford did not pass him, but passed the corner instead,
going on down Thirty-second Street.
Ere Mulford had gone fifty feet beyond the corner, Dal
was out of his hiding place and peering around the corner.
Yes, there was Mulford walking steadily along.
The long block between the two avenues seemed to be
unusually deserted.
"Now's my time," thought Dal Denby, starting down
the block in swift, stealthy pursuit. "I hope he doesn't
hear me!"
Mulford was neither hurrying nor looking backward.
He was going along with the easy gait and unconcerned
air of a man who knows that he is safe in the heart of a
great city.
.Nearer and nearer crept Dal.
His heart thumped with the excitement and the suspense
of the thing.
He held his breath, that that might not betray his presence to the rear.
Once as he stole along after his quarry he thought that
Mulford was going to turn.
~he shock of that dread made the boy's heart stand still.
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But Mulford did not turn.
Dal was near-ever getting nearer !
He looked like an assassin creeping upon his prey.
Club ready, ancl gripped tightly in his right hand, young
Denby covered the last of the distance that separated them.
He was within easy striking distance now-with Mulford wholly unconscious of danger.
"A good blow, a straight one, a strong one!" Dal quavered, inwardly.

Up went the club-down it came!
But not for the head.
Dal, who had recklessly felt that he could almost talrn
life for the sake of getting those keys back, now found it
simply impossible to aim his J>ludgeon at the top of the
unsuspecting Mulford's head.
Crack! The club landed athwart of Mulford's right
shoulder.
It was a forceful assault, delivered with all the strength
of a desperate purpose.
'
From Mulford came a shriek, then a groan.
Though hit only on the shoulder, the fellow pitched and
fell.
Like a flash the boy was a-top of him.
You?" gasped the wretch.
"Give me those keys!" -stormed Dal, in a low but penetrating tone.
Somehow-he did not know himself how he did the trick
:.._Denby instantly got a hold on Mulford's throat, his arm
in front, the stick pressing behind.
Against that vise-like strangle the big fellow' squirmed
and struggled.
"It's no use !" hissed Dal. "You've got to give up those
ke3 s or take the consequences."
Mulford's tongue was protruding, the veins of his neck
and face swelling.
1

Dal, who rather under-guessed the amount of choking
that a strong man can stand, let go the pressure then, but
passed his hands swiftly over the fellow's do.thing.
Ah ! There the keys were--must be.
In frantic haste Dal Denby thrust his hand into the
discovered pocket, drew if forth.
He had the keys !
That was all he realized.
Leaping up, he turned and darted, making like a human
greyhound for Ninth Avenue.
"Help ! Murder ! Police ! Thieves !" .he heard Mulford
shqut, lustily.
"Stop the hold-up man! Stop him! Catch him! Lynch
him!"
.
There was the sound of many swift feet in pursuit.
Dal tried to redouble his speed.
Rap!
That sound made the boy sick at heart. He knew it,
recognized it-trembled.
It was the signal given by a policeman's club against the
pavement.
"Stop him! That's a hold-up man! Catch him!" ·
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"A crowd will be laying for me at the corner!" thought
the fleeing boy, desperately, 'as he neared Ninth Avenue.
But he must take a chance.
Nothing but death or a stn,ng arm should stop him now.
As Dal reached the corner, wheeling south, he had an
instant's glance of nearly a dozen men in full chase behind.
He had a good start. No one on the avenue seemed to
understand that the boy was a fugitive from juatice.
A dozen doors or so down the avenue, and Dal was
seized by an inspiration.
A man, taking his k-ey out of one o.f the front doors, was
about to pass inside.
It took but a fraction of a second to think it out in this
desperate plight.
Right behind the man as he entered was young Denby.
Not turning to look around, the man let the door swing
back.
Dal just dodged inside, then closed the door himself.
Upstairs went the man, turned the balustrade and
started on up another flight. ./
But Dal was safe--or hoped he was.
Out on the avenu~ he heard flying feet go past him.
"Stop the thief!"
But, even as Dal listened, he heard the pursuing feet
slacken in their speed.
Quivering, afraid to peer out, Dal waited and listened.
"It would be the toughest kind of luck to get arrested
now-kept away from the ticker and that word, 'ozone,' "
he faltered. "I wonder if every fellow the police are after
feels as I feel now?"
•
What was that? . Voices ! The pursuing party coming,
disgustedly, back, evidently.
There was Mulford's voice, saying:
"'ralk about your queer hold-ups, officer. That was the
queerest ever. Just a boy, that I could eat up, if I got at
him fair. But he soaked me from behind with a club,
downed me and began choking me with a strangle-ho·l d between his arm and his club. Then he went through my
pockets before I could ·breathe. Oh, he was a terror; to
do a quick thing like that!"
"Ever see the kid before?" sounded the policeman's voice.
Dal strained his ears, but the late pursuers had passed
out of earshot.
"And I've got the keys!" thrilled Dal Denby, exultantly.
There was a faint light there in the hallway, that came
from a gas-jet on the first landing.
·
Dal brought out the ke~s, looked a.t them eagerly.
"The same keys!" he muttered, joyously. "N o·w -oh,
if I can only get out of this neighborhood without being
caught!"
For full ten minutes he waited, tqough. Then he opened
the door softly, venturing to peer out.
There ·was no trace of the reqmt excitement. All on
Ninth Avenue appeared to be moving along as usual.
"I'l:l 1chance it-I must!" decided he boy.
He stepped out, closing the door after him, then walked
easily down the thoroughfare.
r
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"But I don't dare to go home, either," he reflected.
"Mulford will come in some time to-night, perhaps. It
wouldn't be safe to try to get a wink of sleep to-night. I
wonder if I'll ever sleep again?"
Then another thought :
"Why, it won't even be safe to go by the house! Mulford
knows where to find me. He may be waiting there-with
a policeman ! Gracious! I suppos·~ I've committed highway robbery, and can be sent to prison! Then what would
become of my job at the ticker!"

CHAPTER V.
THE POWERFUL ENEMY ON DAL'S TRAIL.

Again Dal Denby's heart threatened to stop beating.
It was not the dread of going to prison that assailed him
just then, but the far worse prospect of failing in the task
that had been entrusted to him by Spofford.
"I'll take the L train and get downtown. A hotel will
do me for to-night," he decided. "It's a mighty good
thing to know that I've got a bit of money with me."
The boy was no spendthrift.
Though his pay was equal to little mOTe than his exP.enses, Denby had some seven dollars in his pocket-book
in one of his pockets.
More than that, tucked away in thin oil paper, were a
ten-dollar and a twenty-dollar banknote that now rested
securely between his shoe and the bottom of one of his
socks.
He climbed the steps at the nearest .ttion of the elevated railway.
A train whirled him down town. ·He walked briskly to
one of the hotels, where he registered.
"Any valuables?" inquired the clerk, shoving an envelope across the desk.
"Whaf:s this for?" queried the boy.
"Put any valuables you've got in the envelope, seal it,
and I put it away in the safe. No one but yourself can get
the valuables again."
"Now, that is a great idea," murmured the boy to himself.
Out came the precious keys. Slip! they we~t into the
envelope, which the clerk sealed securely and deposited in
·
the safe.
"No more fuss about the keys," murmured Dal.
His mind thoroughly ·a t rest now, he walked across to a
chair near the window. There he sat looking out, enjoying
the sense of rest and security for the night.
He went up to bed early, but lay awake, tossing, for a full
hour.
His brain was so active that it seemed as if he would
never again know the meaning of sleep.
"I wonder if a money king ever gets a night's rest?" he
pondered. "If his head is as full of torments as inine is
just now, I wouldn't swap places with a money-king!"
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He tried, gropingly, to figure out the meaning of the
day's great puzzle-what his instructions really meant?
Why should John Spofford have trusted him with. this
handling of a ten-million-dollar deal?
"Why doea he trust such a stupendous thing to me?
Why didn't he explain his purpose a little? I wonder if
any one else in those offices of Spafford's has any idea what
my job is, or what it means?"
In the midst of his perplexities, being healthy, Dal fell
asleep.
He had forgotten to leave a call, but fortunately was wide
awake before seven o'clock.
Getting the keys at the hotel office, and keeping his hand
on them in his pocket always as he walked, Denby slipped
·
Ollt for brea.Jdast.
He was in the office shortly after half-past eight, going
directly to the little room in which that fateful ticker stood.
Shortly afterwards Tom Green bustled in .
. "Hullo, Dal! What on earth got into you last night?
And where did you spend the night anyway?"
"One question a week, Tom," laughed the boy. "And
the first question isn't due for seven days yet."
"Oh, just as you please," uttered Green, gruffiy. "Only
you acted like a crazy man last night."
"I was crazy," Dal admitted, coolly.
"Well, I'm glad to see that you're a bit over it this
morning," sighed Tom.
He was curious right up to the limit, but Dal was a queer
chap, who, having refused to be questioned, was certain not
to change his mind.
"Did M: ulford come back to the house last night?" questioned young Denby.
"Not that I know of. But what have you and he got
against each other, anyway?"
"Blessed if I know."
'"rhen why should Mulford get into your room, and why
should you fight him, and why should you go out after him
like a sky-rocket P"
"Only one question a week!" Dal laughingly reminded
his friend.
"Oh, well, then," Tom assented, grudgingly. "Only if
you land up in a bug-house, don't send for me to come and
swear that you're as sane as other people!"
Clicketty-click ! click !
There was the stock-ticker, starting in• with its day's
budget of Wall Street., stock exchange and other news, telegraphically recorded.
Dal nervously pulled up a chair to the ticker, took in his
hands the first bit of printed tape that came off, and gave
all his attention to the task.
The stock market was opening with a slight rally. That
much he learned from the first message.
But what did Dal care whether the market was weak,
.
stro~g or out of existence altogether?
!
attention
his
chain
Nothing but "ozone" could
Tearing off the first yard of tape, he handed it to T'om
to paste.
"Now, what on earth can this job mean?" grunted Tom

../

12

OFF THE

TICKER.

Green. ""\\'nat good can it do to send this truck up to
For the stranger turned around like a top, then stag~
Dalton, when he has a ticker just like this right beside his gered out into the road, falling in a heap.
'desk?"
"Shame! Quit that!" roared a voice.
In
an instant Dal found himself struggling in the grasp
"I didn't think to ask Spofford," dodged Dal. '
of
two
strong men.
Tom glanced shrewdly at his friend.
"The
most cowardly blow I ever saw!"
"Dal Denby, if you know the whole meaning of this
"That boy ought to be~ynched!"
stunt, and are keeping mum, you're sure the mummest
"A wholly unprovoked assault that!"
kind of mummer that ever tackled such a job. And· I half
Quickly enough a crowd gathered. A fight is the only
believe that you do know the meaning of this whole queer
thing that can make Wall Street take notice.
stunt."
A policeman elbowed his way through the crowd.
"I wish I did," Dal sighed, truthfully.
"He
assaulted me!" denounced the man who had first
For the next hour the ticker went on reeling off news
struck
at
Dal, pushing bis way through the crowd. ."Officer,
of Wall Street and of the world's doings.
I'll
press
complaint."
Then, suddenly, Dal held his breath and read on.
"I
saw
the
boy hit him!"
He had struck the name of John Spofford on the printed
"
So
did
I."
tape.
Accuser and witnesses seemed to spring up from the
Breathlessly, Denby followed the message to the end.
ground.
The message stated that the stock market was slightly
The policeman had a husky hold on Dal Denby ere Tom
confused, owing to the absence of John Spofford from town,
Green bad gotte:a. over bis first fit of gasping.
and the fact that no news of h~ whereabouts could be ob"Hold on, officer! That :fellow struck my friend first!"
tained.
Tom insisted.
...
At eleven o'clock the market was showing a weak tenBut accuser and witnesses talked so loudly that the podency, owing to the unexplained disappearance of Spofford. liceman half believed. he had seen the whole affair.
It was hinted that his disappearance was mysterious, and
"Off to jug with you, kid!" roared the officer. "I hope
that bad consequences to the stock list might be looked for. you get six months for that rough-house."
Twice more before the luncheon hour Dal struck the
All of the witnesses, and there were at 'least five of them
name of his employer on the tape from the ticker.
on the spot, were all well-dressed men.
Yet not a word about "ozone" appeared.
They had the appearance of being "solid" business men.
At a minute or two after twelve the boys started out for
Tom's protestations, added to Dal's, were of no avail.
lunch together.
The patrol wagon came in a hurry, Dal being pushed
Tom, who had gone a little ahead, darted back, pushing into it.
Dal backward.
"The System-the money p~wer back of Mulford and
"Thought I'd tell you," whispered Tom. "Mulford's out against John Spofford-this is one of their jobs!" groaned
there on the sidewalk."
Dal, under his breath, as he was driven away under arrest.
"Good!" thrilled Dal. "I want to see him."
He could see loyal Tom Green following swiftly on foot.
"Not going to fight?"
"It's anything to keep me away from the office," reflected
"Booh, no! I shail walk right by him-that's all."
our her.o, wretchedly, nervou~ly, as he rode towa.rd the police
Together the boys left the building.
station. "Locked up, what on earth can I do?" •
Mulford turned swiftly to look at our hero.
' Almos~ before he cpuld realize it, the boy found himself
The big fellow's face wore a scowl that was little less standing before the station-house desk.
than murderous.
He was booked on the charge of assault.
Dal, having seen him, walked straight by without anpther
By this time accuser and witnesses arrived.
look.
All declared, most positively, that Dal had begun the
"He didn't dare bring the police down here, on that old assault, and that it had been wholly without cause.
"Liars, every one of you!" stormed Da.l, under his breath.
highway charge of his," the boy reflected. "But he'll be up
"All of you ready to swear falsely against me in court, too.
to something else. I've got to keep my eyes open."
Luncheon over, and time to spare, the two youngsters Every man of you a paid tool of the System. This is the
sauntered slowly back toward the office.
way I am being followed up-anything to keep me from
They had just turned into Wall Street when Dal sud- doing my sole duty!"
The boy could have sobbed as he r~alized the possible
denly became the center of a lively moving picture.
A well-dre&sed but weakly-looking man of thirty stepped meaning of the afternoon away from the ticker.
The signal might come-he would be away from his post!
quickly up before the boy.
The orders that he was to carry out must be neglected.
"You miserable little loafer!" hissed the stranger.
The:ve was Tom, standing in the background, trying to
Lunge! His fist shot swiftly out for Denby's face.
make his solitary word for his friend heard.
Naturally, Dal dodged and hit quickly back.
"If only I could turn this task of. mine over to Tom!"
Thump I His blow landed on the stranger's che.st.
Denby faltered. "But I can't do even that. Spofford told
It wasnit much of a blow, but the cffeet was wonderful.
1
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Then Dal, following his instructions to the letter, sent
me, particularly, not to trust a · word of my business to
anyone else."
"Lock the boy up in Cell 5," ordered the sergeant.
Clicketty-click ! Click !
·
.
As Dal was led away it seemed to him as if he could .hear
the busy ticker taking up its afternoon's work.
Tricked away from his post of duty!
The thought made the boy writhe.
But there was no possible help for it.
He was in the stern grip of the unyielding law now!

CHAPTER VI.
THE LAST HOPE OF SAFETY.

Click!
It wasn't the sound of the ticker this time, but the snapping of therautomatic lock on the cell door.
Dal Denby was.a secure guest in Number Five.
"I might as well be h~nged !" half sobbed the boy, sinking down on the bench and burying his face in his hands.
Steps outside, and then :
"Say, Dal!"
Staunch Tom Green gtood looking through the bars.
"What is it, old fellow?" Denby asked, brokenly.
"That's it!" Tom hailed cheerily. "What is it to J:>e?"
"Eh?"
"Come closer."
Dal rose and obeyed.
"I don't see very far into this thing," T'o.m whispered,
mindful of the watchful policeman wh-0 stood ·not far away.
"But I can see through a hole in the fence any day! Your
arrest was all a put-up job. It must have been something
in connection w~th the office business."
"I suppose so," young Denby assented, disconsolately.
"Well, what are you going to do about it?"
"What can I do?"
"If you're in this scrape on account of the office, why not
send to the office to get you out of it?"
Dal gave a start, then hesitated.
To whom, at the offic~, could he send?
John Spofford was away, out of town-no one knew
where.
No one at the office had any inkling of Dal's great trust.
Then a hopeful thought came.
Drawing out a note-book and fountan pen, Dal wrote
this message :
"Is it of any interest to ·you to know that I'm locked up,
on a fake charge, at the - - - police station?"
This he signed and addressed.
"Take it to Mr. Dalton, '):'om. I don't know what the
answer will be."
With a whisk Tom was away.
Mr. Dalton was one of the managers at the Spofford
offices.
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But would Dalton know anything about the task entrusted to our hero ?
Most likely not. If he failed to come to the young prisoner's aid, then Denby saw no way out of his present fix.
Time dragged, nearly an hour passing before there was
another visitor to Cell 5.
·
This time it was a policeman, who· unlocked the door.
"Come up to the desk," he gruffed, and Dal followed,
with a thrill of hope.
·
Here three men stood before the desk.
One of them, Dal gathered, was a lawyer.
He waB ordered to hold up his hand to be sworn, and
did so.
"Released on bail," said the sergeant, briefly.
"Free to go?" Dal quivered.
"Goe where you please,'' retorted' the sergeant. "The
lawyer will notify you when to be in court."
Mumbling his thanks, the boy started for the door.
Turning at the sidewalk, he waited for the lawyer to
come down the steps.
"Did Mr. Dalton send you?" he inquired.
"I don't know," the man of law smiled, mysteriously.
"I was sent-that's all I know."
Serves me right for asking any questions in Mr. Spafford's business," Dal told himself, as he hurried at top
speed back to the office.
As he entered the ticker room, Tom Green leaped to. his
feet.
"Out, eh? Good, old fellow! Dalton hustled then?"
"Somebody did," Dal answered. "You know as much
about it aB I do. Gracious! What a lot of stuff," as he
glanced at the basket beside the ticker.
That basket was fairly heaped up with tape that had been
pouring forth since noon.
Hurriedly, yet thoroughly, Dal ran through it all.
Not a word about "ozone."
Heaving a sigh of relief, Denby dropped into his chair.
"Have I got to paste all that stuff now?" Tom demanded.
"Yes, I suppose so."
By the time that Green had caught up with his task the
cl ing of the Stock Exchange was reported on the tape.
"Through for another day!" Da:l uttered, with a huge
sigh of relief.
"Glad it don't take hold of me the way it does with you,''
commented Tom. 1. "How old are you, Dal?"
"Seventeen."
"Whee! You've aged the past two days. You look at
leaBt seventy!"
Catching sight of himself in a mir:ror, Denby was almost
willing to believe his chum.
"Where now?" asked Tom.
"I don't know."
"Not home, then?"
"Not just yet."
"Well, I'm off, then."
Tom hurried away.
Dal felt badly, for the moment, over having to lie to
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his friend, but the instructions of Spofford left him little
choice.
Two minutes after Green had left the office Denby departed.
He walked briskly back to the hotel where he had spent
the night before.
"LDck these keys up for me again," he asked of the clerk.
Just as our hero was.passing over the-sealed envelope he
half turned.
There stood Mulford, staring at him balefully.
Dal, trying to hide his alarm, turned away as if he had
not seen the fellow, and walked to one of the chairs near
the window.
"Having a pleasant time?" queried a sinister voice.
Mulford dropped into a chair beside the boy.
"Why don't you keep out of the way?" quivered young
Denby.
"Can't," said Mulford, shortly.
"Can't? Won't, you mean."
"No, can't," insisted the fellow. "It's my job to keep
on your track. And I'm not the only one on your trail,
either!"

"I happen to be a guest here myself," grinned Mulford,
meaningly. "I've registered and got a room in this house."
Despite himself, Dal found his coolness leaving him.
"Don't think it will do you any good to mnve over to
another· hotel, either," warned his foe. "I may not follow
you there, but someone else will. Kid, can't you get sense
enough to understand that the crowd I'm working for can
send a whole army of strangers after you?"
"What if they do?" Dal demanded.
"Why, you're not safe on the streets! Men can be paid
to do anything. Men• are being paid, right now, to. watch
you. You can't leave this hotel and be safe, without I go
with you. And I'll go to only one place with you-the same
place-I tried to•take you yesterday. But I can tell you this
much, Denby: If you'll go with me and talk right up,
honest, the same money offer is open to you, and you'll get
it. Now, which is the best thing to do?"
"To sell out Spofford-or what?" Dal insisted.
"Well, the other thing is to be fixed for good and all.
Don't be fool enough to think you can.go on in this way
when dangerous folks are-after you. You can be rich if you
wanMo. Or, well, you can be a.wreck! You saw how easily
you could be jugged this afternoon."
LDoking around to make sure that no one else was within
"And you know how easily I got out again," Dal boasted.
listening distance, the traitor to Spofford went on in a
"Oh, "that' was simply because you were only arrested.
low tone:
But could you get out again if someone shut the life right
"Kid, are you coming to your senses?"
out of your body?"
"Don't talk puzzles!" snapped the boy.
"So that's the plan now, is it?" Dal demanded, feeling
"Well, then, I won't. Kid, this is the last hour in which
more uncomfortable than he dared show.
you have any chance to be saf~"
"You'll lose your life if it has to be done-yes," Mulford
"Mor~riddles !"
assured him in a snarling voice.
"Not by a blamed sight," retorted the big fellow, with
"And that's the only way you can get the best of me,"
energy. You remember that walk you took with me yester- the boy vaunted.
day afternoon. I'm ready to take it again now."
' "Then it's 'no' to me ?" ·snarled Mulford, rising, but
"I'm not," came grimly from the boy.
bending over and gazing searchingly, brutally into the boy's
"You'd better!"
eyes.
"I won't."
"It's 'no,'" Dal declared, firmly.
"You can't make believe, now, that you believe it all a
"I believe you mean it."
con game," Mulford hinted.
"I do."
"You're a living con game yourself, Mulford!"
"Or think you do."
. "Maybe you think your arrest this afternoon was a con
"Good-bye, Mulford. Clear out! Go tak:e•a walk,! Try
game, too?"
the fresh air cure!"
"It was a dirty trick !"
"Your last chance of safety is gone nqw !" growled that
"One of the lightest, easiest, plainest of the tricks that brutish voice in Dal Denby's ear. "I'm through. Others
can be played against you," warned the big fellow, scowling take my place. You'll be a fool to the end-which ain't
straight into Dal's eyes.
far off."
'
But Dal looked back, unflinchingly.
Mulford's heavy tread sounded going across the floor of
"Mulford, you might as well clear out. You're wasting the hotel office.
your time with me."
Despite•himself, Dal felt a dazed sort of dread.
After atcouple of minutes he looked around.
"I won't go until you get sense enough to take that walk
with me down into Wall Street."
Mulford was nowhere in sight.
"Then, by crickets!" quivered Dal. "I'll ask the hotel
Going over to the news-stand, Denby bought a paper, re- /
people to run you out of here."
turned to his window seat to go ·through the motions of
"Don't believe that would work."
reading it.
"Wouldn't, eh?"
It was the Wall Street edition of an evening paper that
"Not a bit of it."
he had.
"Think you have a right to come in here and annoy
In the first column of the :first page he came upon an
( article which dealt with the general uneasiness of specuguests all you want, do you?"
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lators and investors as to the standing of General Traction steadily, recording everything that could be of foterest to
stock.
men in the money world.
Dal read it through, but without his mind fixed upon it.
Not once had Dal's eyes wandered from the tape.
This was the stock that his secret instructions covered.
Nothing that he had looked for had come out.
But he could make nothing of the article. It was all
He did not expect that it would, yet come it must, some
"Greek" to him.
time, and it would never do to be caught napping.
"I can't fix my mind on anything," he muttered, disOver at the desk Tom Green faithfully cut up the tape
gustedly.
into proper lengths, pasting them on sheets of paper, while
As he rose and turned, he caught two men looking at him every few minutes an office boy came in and took the sheets
fixedly.
off to Mr. Dalton.
There was nothing in their general appearnnce to make
It was monotonous work, but Tom did not object, for it
them look different from other hotel guests.
was easy, and required no thought.
Yet the peculiar gaze of their eyes made the boy shudder
With Dal it was different.
slightly.
He was under the strongest tension all the tinl.e.
"Some of the other people Mulford referred to, I sup"Hullo! What's the excitement?" called Tom, looking up.
pose," uttered the boy, uneasily. "Oh, <lear, I wonder what
"Is there any?" Dal asked, listlessly.
the whole game means?"
"Don't you hear the rumpus?"
Calling for his key, he we:11t to his room, turned the key
Dal hardly listened, but to his ears there came the sound
in the lock and lay down for a nap.
of hurrying feet in the offices outside.
He was so tired that he soon fell asleep.
'l'hen came excited voices.
It was the sleep of exhaustion that came to him.
"I'Ye got to find out," vented Tom~ making a leap :tor
When Dal awoke it was broad daylight agai!~ .
the door.
Looking at his watch, he fonncl it to be after five o'clock.
Only n. few moments was Green absent in the outer
"Glad I got that sleep," he murmured, as he rose, drowsily. offices.
"I'd have been afraid to lie down if I'<l. supposed that I'd
Th en he crm1e back, breathless.
sleep so long. Whatever the plan of Mulford's crew may
"Da.l, I reckon we've got to fade away from here! No
be, it's certain that they don't plan to murder me here in time to be lost, either!"
the hotel. They've bad all night long to break into my
"What's wrong?"
room and turn the trick!"
"Fire--that's whafs wrong!" cried Tom.
It was so early that there was nothing to do but go down
"Where is it?"
to the office, get a morning paper and turn through the
"In thi s very building!"
news.
"Wbat part?"
Two columns about the market uncertainty over General
"Upper story!"
Traction.
"Oh, fire travels up faster than it does down, I've heard/'
The public was represented as being panicky over the ' Da1 rep] ied, listlessly. "No need to rush out Qf here. Besituation.
sides, we've work to do."
Small buyers of stocks knew not which way to turn.
"Work? Hang it all, Dal Denby, do you want to be
John Spofford had promised, recently, that soon there roasted aliYe. I tell you this is a real fire--a big fire! There !
would be decided developments in Genera.I Traction.
Do you !:car the fire apparatus in the street?"
Yet now he had disappeared entirely, with no word comThe clangor coming up to their ears from the street,
ing from him as to the fate of this ,;tock.
pierce.cl by the shrill whistles from the fire engines, was
"Old Spofford is looking out for the honest part of the deafening.
buying public; as he always does," Dal guessed. "The Sys"I t ell you," insisted Tom, "we've got to get out. Everytem has some move of its own afloat, but is sea.red to death one else is hustling. Look .here!"
over what Spofford will do. And it's all up to me to carry
Tom threw open the outer door, revealing an office that
out what he wants to do when the time comes. The System was empty save for two or three clerks who were hustling
has me spotted, and is after me. Oh, if I could only guess io get piles of books together before decamping.
what's slated to happen to me !"
"Fi Ye minutes more, and it may be too late for us to
On this point Dal was not destined to remain long in get out of here!" quivered Tom.
doubt.
"Run along, then!"
"And you?"
"I stay here," Dal replied, quietly.
CHAPTER VII.
"Are you crazy?" gasped Tom.
"No; but I'm on duty. I'm not going to quit. The
"OZONE!"
fire department is charged with the job of putting out the
fire. I stick to my post!"
Clicketty-click ! Click!
"But don't you understand?" pleaded Green, anxiously.
For an hour or more the office ticker had been going 1 "You'll throw away your life by staying here!"
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"I'd as soon do that as forget what I'm here for," Dal
"It's hot as a furnace up there!" Tom sputtered, as he
spoke, with quiet stubbornness.
darted back into the room. The
firemen are hustling, but
I
Then, suddenly, he thought of the vault room.
they can't save the top of the building. I don't believe
That contained his precious power of attorney-his writ- they'll save· any part of it!"
ten instructions.
"Did you get as far as the vault room door?"
"Yes."
"The vault room?" he demanded of the excited T'om.
"It wasn't too hot or smoky to get to the door?"
"Has anyone gone up there?"
"No,
but it soon will be."
"Yes; Dalton went up with about twenty of the clerks.
"Then
there may yet be time for us to do what we're
They're out again with everything that Dalton wanted
to
do!"
uttered Dal, his eyes dancing and his color
here
most to save. They went down the oack way. Dal, in less
rising.
than fifteen minutes we'll be buried in the wreck of the
"See here, old fellow, if you don't finish what you're up
building!"
do you mean to stay here and go dowl\ in the blazing
to,
"You won't," Dal retorted, "if you skip right now."
ruins
of this fire-trap?"
"But hang it all, old fellow, I can't run a.ff and leave
Denby answered, almost in a whisper.
"Yes,"
you here!"
"Oh,
good
Lord!" cried Tom, in a voice hoarse with
"You'll have to-or stay with me!"
terror.
Tom Green looked the very picture of desperate anxiety.
"You can skip whenever ' you want, old fellow," Dal
He looked at Dal with flushed face and tears in his eyes.
urged.
"Confound it, Dal, old chap, I can't leave you here."
"And leiave you here alone, Dal Denby?" sputtered
"I can't go yet."
"I wouldn't know how to do it!"
Green.
"Then I'll stay!" choked Tom.
There
is a vast difference between ·being afraid and being
Clicketty-click ! Click ! The tape was unreeling, coming
a
coward.
Tom, in his own way, was proving that differoff covered by printed words.
•.
Dal chained his gaze to the narrow strip of paper be- ence.
But
he
walked
·to
the
window,
threw it higher up and
tween his fingers .
watched, with panicky looks, the doings in the street below.
"Do you really hav'e to stay here, old fellow?" Tom inThere was the unceasing throb of the engines, the tooting
sisted.
of whistles, the hoarse bawling of orders to firemen by bat"Yes."
talion chiefs, the hiss of cold water on hot stone and metal
"Then I have to stay, too."
and blazing wood.
"Why?"
"Ugh! Huh-huh!" coughed Tom.
"My work goes with yours."
"Better cloi;e the window, Tom. It lets in smoke eno·ugh
Dal remembered Mr. Spafford's orders that Tom should
to stifle us."
go with him to the broker's when the order came.
With trembling hands Tom shut down the window sash.
"Yes," young Denby admitted, "I guess it is your job to
At that same time Dal gave a start on his own account.
stay-according to the o·rders I got."
For now, on the tape passing through his fingers, he read:
"Shall I begin to paste the tape, then?" sighed Tom, as
"A man close to John Spofford-"
he shuffied across to his desk and sat down.
There the tape stopped.
"Oh, I guess there's no hurry about that, since Dalton
Dal groaned with impatience as he waited for the ticker
has skipped out of the building."
to resume printing.
Tom therefore moved across to one of the front windows.
Click-etty-click ! clicketty-click !
He threw it up, leaned out and peered out into the st;eet. - The tape had begun to move again.
"Gracious ! One, two, three'-eight engines belo·w, Dal,
"-states that Spafford's absence from the city does not
and hose carts and ladder trucks to beat four dollars ! mean--"
There must be two dozen lines of hose into the building.
Was that infernal ticker bewitched?
And here comes the water tower! Smell the smoke?"
What could be holding it back?
"Yes," Dal assented.
Cold sweat stood out now all over Dal Denby's body.
"Gracious! They'll never save this building, Dal."
"It's the message coming!" he thrilled. "Oh, what on
"I hope they do."
earth is holding this stupid machip.e back?"
"No; it's a fire-trap; and we're rats in the trap," choked
In the instant after the conviction came to him that this
Tom.
was the important message of all there :flashed upon him ~he
"Oh, by the way, old-fellow!"
· meaning of the fire.
"Well?" asked Tom.
"It's all the work of that crowd behind Mulford!" \ shot
"I wish you would run up to the vault room and see how through the boy's brain as he held his gaze to the now mothings are going up there."
tionless tape. "Mulford knew I had the key to the vault
Tom went off on a fast trot.
room. His gang-the System or whatever gang it isClicketty-click ! Click !
knew that with the vault room in ashes I could not do the
Still on the hunt for that magic word-"ozone" !
thing that I was ordered to do. This fire is Mulford's
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work l Oh, why wasn't he bounced when there was still
time?"
Clicketty-click.
"-that there is any thing in his absence of significance
to the stock market. Spoffo~d is in the country, nearby,
filling up his system with a superior brand of ozone."
"Ozone I" The key-word.
"Hurrah!" Dal fairly shouted.
"Eh? Wha.t's that?'' demanded 'l'om Green, looking
stupidly on.
"Oh, I felt good-that was all," Dal replied.
"Denby, get a grip on yourself," implored Green, darting forward and shaking his chum by the arm. "Are you
going crazy here in the he.at, the smoke and the danger?" ·
"It's all right, Tom','' quivered the other boy, shaking
off his friend's clutch. "Lemme alone."
"But-"
"Shut up!"
"Dal! You-.
"Shut up l 'l'ake that order as coming from Spofford
himself!"
Click-click-click!
, "Wabash prefefred-" he read, and then dropped the
·
tape as if it had burned him.
The end of the "ozone" message had com(r-of the first
message, at least.
And now there was swift, jumping work to be done.
"Come on, Tom, old fellow!" yelled Dal, darting out of
the ticker room, and his voice coming back vibratingly
after him.
"Where to?" blared Green, rushing in pursuit.
"Up stairs!"
"What?"
"Two flights!"
"To the--vault room!"
"All right! Go it!" cheered Tom. "I hope we can get.
through."
Dal flew up the two flights of stairs, despite the smoke,
as if he had weighed no more than a feather.
He brought up with a bang against the iron door of the
vault room.
"It's locked again !" he discovered.
"Of course,'' nodded practical Tom. "That's to keep the
fire and the draft out, if possible."
Dal's key was in the lock. He shot the bolt back.
There was yet the combination lock to be wo·rked. He
remembered the word well, and started to turn.
'l'wist ! The great iron door swung ope~, pushed by the
two bo:vs together.
"Gracious! It's hot in here!" sputtered Tom, as they
dashed into the room.
It was, indeed, almost as warm as a bake oven.
The interior of the vault room looked as if a cyclone
had struck it.
Dalton a.nd ~is crew of clerks had searched swiftly, reckleRsly, for the books and papers that they wanted.
Safes and strong boxes were standing o·pen, and many of
them lying on their sides.

The floor was littered with the debris of business papers
and books that had been left behind.
In the midst of all this confusion stood a stock ticker, ito
basket fu ll of tape, for John Spofford, always close to the
ticker when in town, had had one even put in the vault
room, where he often spent an hour.
"Look at that roof l Ifs going to cave in I" quivered Tom,
pointing up to where the smoke was slowly curling downward through the ceiling.
"It'll hold for five minutes, anyway," Dal predicted.
"Get out of here as quick as you can, anyway!"
"Oh, don't be afraid," muttered Dal, dryly.
In that supreme moment he was not thinking of peril.
His eyes searched in the confusion and the smoke for
that particular green safe.
Tom watched him as if in a dream-a nightmat(r-fo·r
Tom Green hardly dared hope that they ·could reach the
street now.
Better would it have been had Tom watched the stairway.
For up the steps, crawling stealthily in thei::: wake, his
eyes a-glitter with the deadliest purpose that can come to
man, was Mulford!
1

CHAPTER VIII.
THE LAST CRACK OF DOOM

!

"There it is!" quivered Dal, leaping forward through
the smoke.
He had spotted the green safe, overturned on its side.
Like a flash he was down on his knees, applying the key.
He trembled, for he fearea to fincl, in this critical second,
that the key might not work.
Tom's eye, in that instant, turned upon a crowbar that
lay upon the floor.
"It may come in handy, to dig our way out of wreckage,''
muttered practical TGm .
He possessed himself of the heavy iron bar while Dal
was fitting the key in the lock.
The door of the little safe swung open.
There were many papers there, but our hero searched for
only one.
He found it-a bulky envelope labelled : '
"Power of attorn~y for Dalbert Denby, with instrn ctions."
The envelope was sealed. Everything must be there all
right, then.
Thrusting the bulky e1welope in an inner jacket pocket,
Dal leaped to his feet.
"I've got it," he announced. "Now to get out !"
"Down two flights?"
"No-out of the building, now.!"
"Glory!" quivered Green. "That's the talk!"
Clicketty-click ! click-click-click!
Crash!
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"We can't let him burn to death," objected Dal, halting
Overhead, the ceiling was giving way before the ravages
when half way down stairs.
of the .fire.
But, as he turned, he saw 1\1 ulford dragging himself out
Wooden beams and iron girders settled, then came slowly,
of the smoke-filled room above.
crashingly through.
"It's all right!" sho-uted Dal. "Go al1ead. He's alive!"
Dense clouds of smoke, shooting tongues of flame, inTom .darted down the stairs, not once thinking of dropvaded the vault room from above.
the crowbru., which he might need again should Mulping
Tom heard the crack o·f doom.
them.
overtake
ford
Dal heard the ticker start--sprang to it.
"Back to the offices?" appealed Tom, as he led the way
"There isn't a second to be lost!" 'I'om shouted.
"It'll take· only a monment to find what's coming on the down the stairs.
"No--0ut !"
tape," Denby retorted, as he sprang to the busy telegraph
"The back way ?"
instrument, seizing up the tape basket in his intense ex"It's the only safe way out."
citement.
For three stories down the boys fought against suffocaTom stood stock still, panting, terrified-fully contion and the temptation to lie dow~ for a reat and a breath.
vinced that Dal Denby had gone hopelessly crazy!
"Can't-get-much further!" gasped Tom.
Outside, Mulford got closer to the door, striving to hide
"Got-to!" flashed back resolute Dal.
his body from .t he view of the boys.
as he had been on staying when duty demanded
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"This is for me!" Dal Denby thrilled.
down to where the air was freer.
stumbled
they
last
At
"Get out of here-fly!" shrieked Green.
coming up.
:firemen
the
by
met
were
They
- "that already ozone in the country is sending his
victims of the fire.
for
looking
men
two
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First
pulse--"
dragging two lengths
others
dozen
a
Back of them came
There, of all places, the tape had to stop again, the ticker
silent, while Death fairly licked its tongue over the two of hose.
"You the last ones out, boys?" demanded a fire departimperilled boys.
"Get out of here, or I'll kick you down the stairs !" the ment lieutenant.
"One more man above," Dal gasped, almost inaudibly.
other boy roared.
"On this same set of stairs?"
"Don't. That vital, fateful word-it's coming now!"
Dal nodded. He could not speak now.
trembled fascinated Dal.
"Here, I 'll help you down," offered oile of the firemen,
"So's death!" shrieked Tom Green, leaping forward.
Darting to the iron door, murderous Mulford seized the giving a steadying hand to Denby's arm.
Another fireman had turned and was helping Tom.
handle to pull it shut and bolt the boys in with · their fiery
Mo~e dead than a.live, the boys reached the back street, doom!
the building.
behind
-"up!" finished the ticker.
was space here, and air, for the :fire-lines shut back
There
"Up! That's the order to buy!" quivered Dal. "Now,
that was surging beyond.
crowd
the
I have my full orders!"
go by yourselves now?" demanded Dal's atyou
"Can
His mind came instantly back to the problem of escape
from the doom that now seemed almost certain, even with- tendant.
The boy nodded, turning his face toward the ,nearest
out the devilish work of Mulford.
It was Tom who got the first inkling of treachery at hand. corner.
He and 'Tom were still tottering somewhat weakly when
He saw the iron door swinging shut, and leaped forward,
they came to the fire-lines.
reaching it at a single bound.
"Way here!" shouted a policeman, as Denby and his
He thrust the crowbar in just the crack of space that
friend battled to get through the crowd. "Don't suffocate
was left between door and iron jamb.
It did not yield-he felt the pull against him and his bar. these boys."
The policeman himself forced a way through the throng,
"Dal-there's some fiend trying to fasten us in here!"
"Mulford, then!" flashed Denby, as he added his grip remarking:
"Guess I'd better call an ambulance for you two."
and weight to the bar.
"No-all right!" Dal assured the officer, chokingly.
they
inches,
more
few
a
Thrusting the iron bar through
policeman howeyer, looked at his two charges doubtThe
got great leverage against the jamb.
he got them through to the edge of the crowd.
as
fully
"Push-hard !" ordered Dal.
go to the hospital and get that smoke pumped
"Better
Using all the leverage they had, Dal and Tom forced
the door open swiftly, despite the frantic pull of Mulford. out, kids," the blue~oat insisted.
"No!"
As the door crashed 'Yide open, Mulford pitched headA cab was standing near by.
long into the room, falling upon his face.
To that Dal hurried, swayingly, toppling in on the seat.
"Come along!" vibrated Green. "Never mind that carTom staggered in behind him.
rion l"

OFF THE TICKER.

19

"Neither could I, when I first heard about it," Dal smiled
back at him. "But I got it into my head by degrees."
"You're empowered to give buying and selling orders
for one hundred thcusand shares of General Traction stock?
Why, that means a deal of somewhere around ten million
dollars!"
"I believe that's the figure," Dal went on, coolly.
"This whole paper is made out in Spofford's writing,
too-there can't be any doubt about its genuineness," went
on the broker, scanning the sheet. "But there's just one
difficulty."
"Only one, sir ?" Dal queried, with a roguish smile.
"Only one, boy. I don't really know that you are Dalbert
Denby."
"Then, if you will get any- of Spofford's people here,
they'll have to identify me, for they all know me."
"I shall have to do that-certainly," gasped the banker,
rising. "In the meantime, make yourself comfortable, Mr.
Denby."
Dal retired -to a corner of the room, taking out the other
papers that the envelope contained.
These papers gave him his instructions in detail, either
for buying or selling Traction.
Those. that related to selling, the boy put back in his
pocket, then glanced over the orders for buying.
So absorbed was he that :fifteen minutes passed without
his looking up.
"It's all right, Mr. Denby," he heard the broker say.
I had Mr. Dalton come here and look in. He identified
you."
"You didn't tell him what business I -was here on?" Dal
asked, quickly.
"Oh, no," smiled the broker. "I've been doing bu.siness
for Spofford too long not to know better than that. Now,
then, Mr. Denby, have y.ou any orders?"
"Yes, sir. I want you to buy a block of Traction for
Spofford. I want you to buy twenty-five hundred shares
of Traction for a starter. Divide the order up among six
brokers in New York, two in Boston, one in Philadelphia
and one in Chicago. Get the wires busy, please."
"Sit down at this desk, Mr. Denby, and make out the
order, please," requested Mr. Graham, placing an order
He was back again soon.
blank and pen and ink before the boy who held John Spof" Mr. Graham says you can come in," he announced.
ford's power of attorney.
Dal wrote rapidly. After the great strain he had been
Dal followed without a word, Tom keeping at his heels,
under swift action brought relief.
until Dal turned to whisper:
He :finished the order, signed it, and turned it over to the
"Tom, I don't know-"
"Want me to keep out? All right," Green returned, broker.
cheerily.
"Mr. Graham, you'll take great care, of course, that it is
He went back to the outer office to seat himself, while kept quiet that Mr. Spofford is behind all the buying that's
going to be clone?"
Dal Denby stepped i~to an inner; office.
"Most certainly. :M:r. Denby, clo you wish to leave a list
"Are you from Spofford?" asked a pleasant-faced, elc1erly man seated before a big desk.
giving a general indication of the buying 01• selling that's
"Yes, sir, and I have my introduction with me," Dal to be done?"
"No, sir. No such list can be made out at present."
replied.
Mr. Graham took the power of attorney, glanced it over,
Truth to tell, Dal had in his pocket, at that moment, a
list giving explicit orders.
then whistleil in sheer amazement.
"Why, bless me, I can't believe it!" gasped the old broker.· But he was following instructions in denying the fact.

"Where to?" demanded the driver, showing his face at
the door.
"Graham & Graham, Wall Street-quick!"
Slam! The cab door was shut, the horse trotting briskly
off.
Dal leaned toward one open window, Tom at the other.
There they remained, drinking in the good, smoke-free
air until their destination was reached.
Dal had the money ready for the driver. He handed it
out before he alighted.
"I never knew how good real air tasted before," grunted
Tom, as they went into the building on the ground floor
of which were the Graham offices.
"I want to. see Mr. Phillip Graham," panted Dal, as a
clerk came toward them in the outer office of the brokerage
firm.
"Think he'll see you?" jeered the clerk, eyeing Dal's
very ordinary and smoke-scented clothes.
"Tell him I come from John Spofford, and he will," Dal
returned, coolly.
.
"From John Spofford?" uttered the clerk, unbelievingly.
"Then you'd better give me a card."
"I haven't one. But I can convince Mr. Graham, all
right,"
"Perhaps.you can," retorted the clerk, doubtingly. "Bnt
you can't convince me."
"Oh, that doesn't matter," Dal a.ssured the clerk, coolly.
"I don't care anything )lbout convincing you. I can show
Mr. Graham real. credentials from John Spofford."
"Let me see them," order(ld the clerk.
"What?" retorted Dal, crisply. "Show such papers to
,,
an eight-dollar clerk?"
"Then I don't take your mesage to Mr. GraJ1am."
"If you don't, someone else will, and I don't believe you'll
last long around here after that. Just tell Mr. Graham
that there's a young man here from Spofford, and see what
he says.
"I know that you'll get yourself in an awful pickle, if
you don't," volunteered Tom.
Without another word the clerk turned on his heel, walking toward an inner office.
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to be a lively speculative season-the liveliest, in fact, in
some years.
Dal sat snugly ensconced in a private office, one of a suite
of two rooms, and these two, in turn, being a part of a
general office of some dozen rooms.
For as great an operator in the money world a& John
Spofford did not attempt to get along with one business
address.
He had held this present suite of offices, in a building
right on Wall Street, fo.r just such a.n emergency as the
morning's fire.
Dal had found Mr. Dalton, and had handed to him a slip
that. he had found in with his general instructions.
"l guess you're going to be the star here, for a few days
anyway," smiled Mr. Dalton, when he had read Spofford's
order, addressed to himself.
So here Dal was established, with Tom Green lounging
in the oute\ room.
In the outer room, also, was a big safe) in which Dal's
secret. orders from Spofford could be kept at night.
.
By day two detectives from a well-known agency guarded
that safe and the suite. At nighti the guard was to be increased to three men.
Here, to;, Dal and Tom were to sleep until the excitement was over.
Along with his instructions, Dal Denby had the privilege
of drawing upon Spofford's cashier for such funds as he
might neecl for telegraphing or o·t her purposes.
"I'm a, big boy in Wall Street, all right," Dal smiled, as
he• leanecl black in his comfortable chair before the great
desk, after having sent off the fourth buying order.
CHAPTER IX.
By two o'clock To~ came in, glowing, to. announce:
DAL DENBY .. "THE GREATEST BOY IN WALL STREET."
"There's a reporter tmtside who.wants to sooMr. Denby."
"Tell him I'm too busy to s~ anyone," Dal rejoined,
Before one o'clock in the afternoon there.was wild excite- briefly.
ment on the "Street."
Tom departed, but was quickly back, quivering with exSomething was doing in General Traction-but not even citement.
the oldest and wisest heads on th~ Stock Exchange could
"Th~re's three more reporters, now, and the whole four
· guess what was really astir.
of 'em insist on seeing you."
Bull buying had started in, driving up the price of · "Tell 'em I can't see 'em-won't!" crisped Dal.
Traction.
Tom departed on his errand, a hopeless one apparently,
Then the bears had jumped into the market, sending for soon there were a dozen newspaper men, all clamoring
clown the price a trifle.
to see the youngster who had set Wall Street and the money
Well enough Dal knew where this resolute bea.r move- markets of the entire country agog.
,· ment came from-from the enemies of Spofford in. the
"Tell thell1 I'm sorry, but I simply can't see 'ell1," Dal
money world--the same enemies who had undoubtedly been insisted. "If that won't work, then ask the detectives to
behind the attempts to keep Dal from following his orders. dear the.office--some way." .
Further big buying orders, signed with Dal's name, had
It worked only partly. The reporters ceased insisting
put the price up again.
on an interview, but sat quietly outside, waiting fo.r our
Down, a little, it came. Then up again it travelled, hero to change his mind.
under the push imparted by a further buying order from
"No one would have known that J was doing this, if Mr.
Dal Denby.
Spafford's opponents hadn't tipped the reporters," Dal
A great bull. and bear duel was on in Wall Street-the mused. "Now, why did they do that? Did they think I'd
dullest wit in the money world realized that.
be gre~n enough to let reporters., pump me dry for their
Yet all the smaller operators in the market became benefit?H
:flurried.
Just before three o'clock, the "b~ar" enemies of SpofSome dashed madly to cover, others plunged in wildly ford, by spending a good deal of money, succeeded in
for speculation on one side or the other of what promised growling down the price of II'raction once more.
"And now, where• shall we find you, Mr. Denby, since
Spofford's offices are in the hands of the fire fiend?"
"Why, bless me if I know," DaJ uttered. "I shall have
to see Mr. Dalton."
'"Then you'll be wherever he is, during business hours?"
"Probably, sir. Good morning, Mr. Graham."
"One moment, please."
The broker touched a bell, which summoned the same
clerk who harl sneered at Dal.
"Jimson, Mr. Denby is to be shown in here at once
\rheneve1· he calls," instructed the broker.
"Very good, sir," responded the clerk, who then followed
Dal to the outer office.
"Aren't you glad, son, that you didn't get any fresher
than you were?'' Dal demanded, grinningly.
"No offence, I hope," stan1mered Jimson, turning very
reel.
"Oh, none whatever," Dal replied, easily. "Well, Tom,
\re're ready to be off now."
"And where to uow ?" Green asked, as he rose-quickly.
"1'(} our place of business,-wherever that is."
"The Lord only knows," grunted Green.
DaJ breathed the air with hugeerelish as he stepped out
into Wall Street.
He was at last a free man again-the- great, crushing
strain and responsibility about over with-so he thought!
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out a big buying order at the price that the bears had
brought about.
Three o'clock came. By the help of this last big buying,
order the price of Traction closed at a bull figure.
Dal leaned back with a happy sigh.
So far he had succeeded in following his orders to the
letter, and in doing what John Spofford plainly wanted.
Now, Tom Green came in. with a packet of Wall Street
extras of the afternoon newspapers.
Dal, glancing at these pages, found that he had suddenly
become famous.
He was referred to as· a boy, hithe.rto unknown, but reputed to have been a junior clerk of Spoffnrd's.
He was referred to as being, for the hour, "the greatest
boy in Wall Street."
"Say, ain't that great?" glowed honest Tom.
"Oh, I don't know," mumbled Dal.
"But you are the greatest fellow arotllild.here just now,"
persisted Tom, curiously.
If he was waiting for Dal to say something that would
throw light, Green was bound to be disappointed.
"I wish I could guess what the whole racket is, anyway,"
Tom hinted.
Dal was silent. He couldn't "talk," even to his best
:friend.
Besides, truth to tell, our hero was enjoying his sudden
fame. He would hardly have cared to admit that, outside
of his cast-iron instructions, he had no more idea than
Tom as to what "the racket" re~lly was.
Tom went out, but was soon back a.gain.
"There's another caller to see you now-one who won't
be put off."
"Then put him out," grinned Dal.
"That's just the trouble. It ain't a him, it's a her,"
Tom explained.
"Eh?"
"Just a slip o:f a girl, about sixteen or &eventeen."
"What?"
"And a peach :for looks," Tom went on, impressively.
"Oh!"
'.'She's been crying, I think," Tom confided. "And she
looks white and scared to death, and her voice trembles
when she talks."
"You're sure getting my curiosity up," Dal admitted.
"I guess you can let her come in."
"All right."
"And, Tom-"
"After you have shnwn her in here-"
"Yes?"
"Then you get out!"
Good-natured though he mt>, Green banged the door
slightly as he went out.
The door opened again, and then in came a young
woman who certainly deserved all that Tom had said about
her looks.
Dal looked up. The next instant he go,t up, a9.vanced,
and bowed as well as he knew how.
·
"Let me offer you this chair/f he begged, placing one

opposite his own. "Now, please feel quite at your ease,
Miss-"
He looked inquiringly, eagerly, at his pretty visitor.

CHAPTER X.
TEN MILLIONS SPENT ON THE BULL MARKET.

"¥y name is Faith Garner," she replied.
"Name's as pretty as the girl," thought Dal.
"You will think me very silly," she went on, nervously.
"I don't and I can't think that, Denby protested.
"Although you seem to be so very young to be in charge
in an office like this," Faith Garner went on, quickly, "I
can understand how much yom time is taken up. I will
state my business very quickly."
"The market has closed· for the day," Dal replied.
"Then you have·more leisure?"
'\Yes."
"Still, I will be brief, and not waste your time. It is on
my father's account that I have come."
"Ah!"
"My father is Major Garner, of the Army, r~tired," went
on the girl. "He is at the Astor House now, very ill with
heart trouble. The doctor is with him. My father's ,heart
has troubled him for•some time, but this afternoon's papers
have brought' the trouble on in a much worse shape. It
seems, Mr. Denby, that my father has been caught speculating in General Traction stock."
"Speculating on a margin?" asked Dal.
"On a margin, of course."
"That's a very bad thing to do just now, Miss Garner.
And, if you came to me for information, that really is all
I can .tell you."
""I was in hopes-in hopes-" stumbled the girl.
"That I could tell you more about the way the market is
going?"
·"That was my hope in coming here," admitted the girl,
her color rising and making her look so much prettier that
Dal almost lost his head.
"Oh, Miss Garner, how very little you know of Wall
Street, if you thought I could give you such information.
Why, there are men in another office on Wall Street who
would no doubt pay a million dollars for the same information that you seek."
,
"But my father would not use it to your disadvantage,"
the girl pleaded, her great, big, sorrowful eyes turned full
upon him. "He is an honest man. Army officers are well
trained in keeping their word. And I would not brea,the a
word of such info:l·matin !"
"I can't tell you how sorry I am, .Miss Garner," Dal replied, with an effort.
Then, like a fl.ash, he felt a sudden stiffening of the
backbone.
The thought had jumped quickly into his mind that,
very likely, this delightfully pretty girl with the pleading
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eyes was some clever young woman sent to him by Spo'fford's money-king enemies.
He must be on his guard aginst even the faintest trace
of misplaced, wasted sympathy.
"It won't do any harm, though, to seem sympathetic at
all events," the boy told himself, as he still kept his eyes on
• the girl.
"If you could give me just the smallest hint," she suggested, eagerly, "as to whether my father should keep his
margined stock for a rise?"
"I am sorry that it is impossible for me to say anything,"
Dal replied, gently.
"Not even a hint? For the doctor has warned me that a
crash that ruins my poor father will also kill him, and at
once! I should not have left him-should not be here
now-had I not believed that a visit to you might be the
means of saving his life.
"Can't we put it another way," ·she persisted, eagerly.
"Do you think papa ought to sell out at once, saving what
little of his margin he can?"

to-night, under guard of the detectives-got to sleep on
these office sofas."
"So we won't be kidnapped as money kings in disguise?"
grinned Tom.
. "Make your. own guesses-don't search me," Dal !'e-torted.
"And as to that peach-"
"If you mean Miss Garner," bristled Dal, "don't talk
about her with that rude, coarse grin on your face."
"Oh!" said Tom, in a tone that might have meant a.nything.
"I'm going o'ut now for a little air," Dal went on. "When
I come back you take a turn out doors."
"Think it's safe?" demanded Tom, his eyes twinkling.
"Why?"
"Oh, with these detectives around a fellow gets to think
he's something rather precious-something that ought not
to be risked in the mixed crowd of Wall Street."
"We're safe enough, any,vay, on crowded Wall Street,"
hazarded Dal. "I'm going only as far as Broadway and
back, once or twice. I 'll soon be ba.ck."
"It is impossible for me to say, Miss Garner."
''Take care of yourself, then. And if you see the
"Or should he hold on and sell at the next rise?"
peach-"
"I don't know."
"Tom, if you don't learn better manners, I'll reach
"Would it be safo for him to hold on until the stock goes
you-with my fist!"
to a hundred and ten?"
Tom ducked. Dal got out.
"But what if a bear ~ovement were to wipe him out be-He mingled in the crowded, hustling, throng of the
fore the stock go.t to that figure?"
"Street" without attracting any attention. His name was
Miss Garner seemed to be thinking hard.
on everybody's lips this afternoon, but his face was still
1
'It is really impossible-quire impossible for me to tell unknown.
fOU anything at all," Dal went on gently. "It would be
The crowd was less dense as he got nearer to Broadway.
A breach of confidence if I were to t ell you even why I.am
Suddenly he felt a violent push from behind that threw
not at liberty to speak."
him some five or six feet forward.
"Then there is nothing that you can do to help ·us in our
Bang!
Dal wheeled, and as he did so, Faith Garner, pallid as a
little troubles?" asked Faith Garner, rising.
"Nothing; and you will never realize how fearfully sorry ghost, fell forward into, his arms.
'
ram to have to answer you that way."
Just at her heels, on the sidewalk, lay a heavy paving
Faith held out her hand promptly, steadily. Dal gave block.
"Get away-quick!" she pleaded, frantically, pushing
her his hand, feeling very awkward as he did so, and realizing painfully how dingy his clothing seemed beside her him still further up the street.
sweet, chasre raiment.
Then Dal wheeled, drawing her around at his side a.nd
"Go9d-bye, Mr. Denby-and thank you so much, even tucking her hand through His arm.
'"'
if you couldn't be of service to us. I shall not forget you."
"Walk fast-you may not be o-u t of clanger yet," she
She was gone, leaving behind her a faint scent.of perfume faltered.
that lingered deliciously in the room.
"Why, what happened, Miss Garner?" he queried, won" Than~ me 'so much' for me giving her the marble deringly.
heart-for passing her the icy, fry ice-pitcher?" quivered
"Oh, it was dreadful, but someone tried to kill you!" she
Dal, as he dropped down into his chair again. ' "Now, what half sobbed.
"Kill me?"
on earth could she mean by that? Was she pleased because I seemed really sorry that I couldn't help her? Well,
"You saw that great paving block that fell just behind
I didn't have to try hard in order to seem sorry. I am sorry me?"
for her-unless she's some sharp-witted gii'l that Mr. Spof"Yes, yes!"
ford's enemies sent around to me. If she's an adventuress,
"I had just been to--to the office of papa's broker," Faith
though-the System or whoever our foes are, are welcome to replied, as she still forced him to walk rapidly on. "I came
all the news she got out of me!"
out of that otfice and fell in just behind you. I was walking
"What's to do?" asked Tom, poking his head in a few along, looking up at the windows, for an address that I
wanted, Mr. Denby. As .I looked, I saw a man lean out
minutes later.
"Nothing the rest of the day. We've got to sleep here of a window high up. H e had that paving block in his
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hand, and poised it just_over your ·head. I saw him let
go-saw the block coming down, and I pushed you out of
the way just in time, I guess."
"Jupiter!" gasped Dal.
"I suppose you ,must have enemies, Mr. Denby-just
now."
"It's plain that I have," he smiled grimly.
"But how should an enemy know that you WP,re coming
up the street just now?"
"That's one of the uses that telephones can be put to,
Miss Garoor. But I can't get over the very plain fact that
I owe my life to you, Miss Garner. It makes me feel bacl
when I think how shabbily I had to treat you."
"Oh, don't think about that," the girl rejoined, brightly.
I think I understand you perfectly, Mr. Denby."
That was a poser for Dal, but he turned off his confusion by asking :
"Do you mind telling me where you are heading for
now, Miss Garner?"
"For the hotel. I wan.t to be with papa as soon as I
can be."
"Will you allow me to go as far as the Astor House with
you?"
"If you'll promise to take the best of care on your -:;vay
back to your office, Mr. Denby-if you're going there!''
"Oh, I'll take good care," promised Dal, readily, "even if
it's only to please you." .
As they waiked they talked rapidly of many things,
though, to Dal's relief, Wall Street and its problems were
not once mentioned.
He fook her hand again, at parting. iJ•
"There';; a telephone at the office," he . hinted. ~ "May I
call you up this evening, Miss Garner, to inquire after your
father?"
"If you do, I shall be delighted," she replied, with a
sweetness that made their good-bye linger in Dal's mind
long after he returnaj. to the office.
True to his word, he called Miss Garner up that evening-twice.
The :first time he was told that M~jor Garner was feeling
much better and that the doctor had left.
"Papa hopes to have the pleasure of seeing you soon,
Mr. Denby," was a part of the message on the second call.
"Hopes to meet me soon?" Dal quizzed himself. "Then,
by crickets, he shall-as soon as I have a new and decent
suit of clothes!"
It was safe and pleasant at the office that evening.
Dal had not a worry over any attempt that might be
made against him.
'
The three new men who came to guard the safe, the
office and its .occupants were from a reliable detective
agency.
Dal slept soundly on his sofa, awaking long before it
became time to open up the new day's campaign on the
stock market.
Again Dal sat at the desk, buying-always buying and
helping to keep Traction stock soaring upward.
At the end of this day Dal was through with the stock
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market. He had carried out his instructions to the full,
and John Spofford owned a hundred thousand more shares
of Traction stock, which had closed strong at a hundred and
ten.
Dal'.s task was over-the last order carried out. Acting
for his money-king employer he had thrown a little more
than ten million dollars into the market on the successful
bull movement for Traction.
That night, again, Dal slept at the offic&-he and Tomfor their own safety.
The following morning the leading papers of the United
States contained an advertisement signed by John Spofford,
in which he assured the public that Traction stock had
safely reached and · would sta-y at . 110. He warned all
holders against being flurried by any further senseless
bear movement.
Traction remained steady, therefore, despite the further
efforts of Spofl'ord's enemies to growl the stock down.
Spofford had kept faith with the public, and had saved
the investments of those who had followed 1-w.i earlier
advice.
The members of the System, who had tried to loot the
public by their bear campaign, had failed, and at an expense of many millions.
Dal went to his same desk, on this morning of the third
day, though he knew there was nothing to do.
"I suppose it's a case of sit here until I get iurther
orders," he told himself.
Before ten o'clock, however, there came a telegram from
Washington, signed by John Spofford.
"Well done!" it rail. "Draw from the cashier to get as
good a wardrobe as you. want. Meet me at the Jersey City
ferry at 1.30."
"As good a wardrobe as I want, eh?" mused Dal, as his
gaze rested on the cheering words, "well done." "As good
a one as I want, when I've got to call on Faith Garner at
the Astor House. I wonder how much money Spofford has
in bank?"
He laughed aloud at that notion, then hurried out, after
a word from Tom and a visit to the cashier.
The wardrobe that he bought in the next two hours was
good enough-no doubt about that.
Dal had it shipped to the Astor House in two trunks,
where he went himself and registered.
"Judging from that telegram, I'm going to be able to
afford a few days at the Astor House," murmured the boy.
"Hang it all, I wonder if the major got out of his Wall
Street tangle all right? I've been afraid to ask over the
telephone."

CHAPTER XI.
ONE CHANCE IN A. MILLION

!

Dal was at the ferry on the New York side in plenty of
time.
The unforeseen happened, though.

24

OFF THE

Through a slight accident one 0£ the £errybo·ats was out
)
0£ commission.
boat across.
o'clock
one
the
missed
Our hero, therefore,
The one-fifteen boat was seven minutes late _in starting.
By the time it did get under way, Dal was on the forward
deck, alive with fidgets.
"Old Spofford is a crank on being punctual," he groaned.
"It'll be too bad to have it all spoiled by this tardiness.
And I'm afraid it won't be easy to make the old man understand my excuse."
As Dal got out in midstream he suffered the misery of
seeing the one-thirty boat from the Jersey side leave her
slip on time.
"Spafford's on that boat, too," trembled the boy. "No
such luck as his missing it! Confound the luck!"
Had Dal only known it, he had a much nearer danger
than that of his employer's wrath.
Mulford the wicked, sore, baffled, ugly, had shadowed our
hero for the last two hours.
The fellow was fairly aching for vengeance.
There was "blood before his eyes."
He wanted to even things with Dal Denby, nor did he
care to what lengths he went to gain his purpose.
"It's as good a chance as I'll have at the Denby brat,"
choked Mulford. "It's now or never, if I'm to pay him £or
cheating me out of as pretty a fortune as ever could have
come my way. I wonder if he could swim if I pitched him
overboard?"
Yet Mulford was not limited to the mere chance of
throwing the boy over: the rail.
In one pocket he had a loaded revolver ready; in another,
a knife. In a third pocket rested a bottle of vitriol, for
Mulford had thought of the scheme of throwing that burning fluid into the boy's eyes and destroying his sight forever.
"Whatever it is, I'll do it before we touch Jersey," Mulford growled; as he hid behind other_ passengers. "As to
what happens to me-what ~ I care, now that I've missed
the money that was to let me live like a gentleman?"
But Diµ, all unconscious and unsuspicious of danger,
had eyes only £or the other ferryboat that was approaching
·
ahead.
"Why, there's Spofford in the bow, n<>w !" quivered
Denby, using his eyes, which were almost as good as a
telescope, to scan the £aces and figures. of those visible <>n
the approaching boat.
John Spofford was leaning against the rail, well toward
the front, and gazing across at New York.
"vVhat's thllt, though?" quivered Dal Denby suddenly.
His face paled, his legs shaking beneath him.
His lips twitched, and his hands opened and shut tremulously.
For, just behind distant John Spofford, he had seen another man draw a knife from his right-hand coat pocket.
The knife was close to the ' rail at the side, so held that
the passengers behind probably could not see it.
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But Dal caught the glint of the sun on the steel, and
understood.
John Spofford, like all money kings, was sometimes in
danger frmn ana.rchists.
.
Undoubtedly, this fellow was one of that crew.
Dal could have screamed, as he saw. the fellow with the
knife squirm gently forward.
But the boy's voice, against the rattle of machinery on
the two boats, would not have carried that far.
Suddenly Dal gave a thrill of delight.
For John _Spofford turned suddenly.
The glinting steel was quickly returned to the pocket of
its owner, who slunk back a few steps.
However, Spofford again turned to gaze at New York.
Now, once more, the fellow with the knife began to edge
up toward the money king.
Dal, absorbed in this prediction, of tragedy, could never
have guesaed that the dangerous Mulford was creeping up
behind him in identical fashion, and all unnoticed by the
passengers a.round.
There goes that sneak again! He'll stab him soon!"
thrilled Dal, under his breath. "There's only one chance
in a million, but--"
Mulford, his heart full of the blackest thoughts, was
now right at our hem's back I

CHAPTER XII.
CONCLUSION.

Flash! Mulford reached out with his kmfe-the
weapon chosen at the last moment.
·Splash! Just one second before the assailant whom he
did not know was near, Dal De~by plunged .over the rail
into the water.
Re was a star diver, an expert swimmer, that boy.
As he struck the water he made a cool, experienced effort
to keep away from the suction of the bo·a t's moving hull.
He got clear, struck out-away ·toward the approaching
.
bo~
boy
swimming
the
watching
rail
the
over
Mulford leaned
and cursing }).is own luck.
He . could not divine what had prompted Dal to ju~p
overboard, but he knew, at least, that his prey had escaped
·
•
him.
Now th't he was clear of one ferryboat, Dal's practiced
eye was enabling him to make surely for the other craft.
What did he hope to do ?
He had planned to board the other boat.
Nor was the plan as difficult ~s it might seem.
While watching the man' with the knife behind John
Spofford, Dal had noticed the rope attached to a life-buoy
trailing over the rail into the water.
The shouts of startled people on both boats who had
witnessed his plunge overboard, and who now saw him.

OFF

THE 'l"ICKER.

15

3treaking through the rolling water, had cau~ed the pilota f quietly. "A different kind of nerve from the other thing
of both boats to slow down speed.
that you did so well for me."
Those on the forward deck of the boat from Jersey City
"Not so very different, either," flushed Dal. "I've been
crowded forward to see what it all meant.
dodging about for my life lately."
As the boat slowed down, and the noise was less, D!l1
"So? Well, I shall hear all about it. But these wet
filled his lungs for a supreme effort.
clothes-we shall have to get you dried out."
"That'll be easy," laughed Dal. "I've got plenty of
"Mr. Spofford!" bawled the young swimmer, lustily.
dry
clothes at the Astor House. Besides, I'm not chille•d- .
Spofford turned and stared hard at the swimmer, from
much!"
whom he had just removed his gaze.
His teeth were chattering just a little as the boat touchea
"Look out for that chap behind you, Mr. Spofford! He's
the slip on the New York side.
trying to stab you ! Do you hear me? Stab you !"
Spofford led him ashore, signalled a cab, and they got in
Evidently, Spofford did hear, for he jumped, instantly,
clear of the railing, glancing suspiciously about him on all after a hurry order had been given.
"You to~k my advice about a new wardrobe, then?"
sides.
queried
John Spofford, as they rode along.
The thing had been Cl.one-the warning given.
"Followed it to the letter- like all of your other orders."
What. remained was for Dal to swim alongside. He
"Then
you have some really good clothes?"
clutched at the trailing line.
"I did just what you said,'' responded Dal. "Got the
"Hold the rope fast!" h~ called. "I'm coming aboard!"
Clutching at the line, Dal made rapidly -upward, hand finest--just as good a wardrobe a:s I or any other fellow
over hand-an easy feat that soon brought him to where could possibly want."
"I'm glad you did, Den?Y· It was one of the things that
eager hands seized him and hauled him aboard.
you've
earned."
"What did you jump and swim for?"
"I hope your bank account is strong, Mr. Spofford!"
"What's the meaning of all this?"
"As to future reward?" smiled the money king. •
Passengers crowded around to ask eager questions.
"Oh, no; sir ! But just wait until the cashier tells you
. But.Dal swept the~ asii;le, fire in his eyes, as he sought
out and poin.ted at the man who had threatened the money what I drew for that new wardrobe."
"Perhaps we'd better go to luncheon first, then," laughed
king's. life.
I the money king. "I don't want' a good appetite spoiled."
"That fellow has a lmife, unless he has thrown it away!
John Spofford was more amiable than most of his emaccused Denby, :fiercely. "Seize him! . Search him!"
ployes had ever seen him. He seemed thoroughly satisfied
A deck-hand and two o,r three male passengers sprang
upon the accused one.
with life, as well he might be after having had his own
way in Wall Street.
That individual did not offer any resistance. He did
"You're stopping at the Astor House?" he asked, presnot even quiver as the dee -hand ran his hands nimbly
ently.
down over his clothing.
"Yes, sir-for to-day, anyway."
"Here's. the pen-knife," flushed the deck-hand as he
.
'
'
"Did you know that that is where I often stop when
grimly brought to life a knife with a nine-inch blade.
I'm living downtown?"
A New York policeman in plain clothes, who had saun"No, sir, I didn't."
"
tered through from the rear, now got busy.
"Then_how did you come to pick that hotel?"
"I'll take charge of this chap," he announced, and proDal stammered, flushed, 'stammered, then became silent.
duced handcuffs, which he :fitted on the sullen prisoner's
"You went there for reasons that are none of my busiwrists ..
nes.s, eh?" demanded Spofford, his shrewd but kindly eyes
"He was edging up behind Mr. Spofford to stab him,'' searching the boy's face.
accused Dal. "I saw it all from the o·t her boat--the knifP
"I wouldn't like to say it that way, sir."
included. That ":as why I J~ped and made a try £or it."
"But you went there for good and sufficient personal
"A pretty good stroke. ,+. won't forget it," chimed in
reasons of you own that ,are not in any way connected with _
a voice from behind.
my affairs?"
Young Denby turned to frnd John Spafford's hands rest"That's true, sir."
ing on his shoulders.
' ;t
, John Spofford leaned back, puffing at his cigar.
"That took some nerve; Denby," smiled the other,
They were soon at the Astor House.
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." Go to your room; take a rub-down and change your
clothes. In about twenty minutes I will send for you,"
directed Denby's employer.
So our hero hurried to his room, got off ev~rything,
towelled himself briskly, then proceeded to array himself
in one of the best-looking suits of clothes that he had
bought that morning.
Ife hurried, because he knew that John Spofford was
not accustomed to_ being kept waiting.
J nst after he had :finished he heard a knock at the door
m:d opened it.
. "I'm to take you to Mr. Spofford," announced the
w:: . iter, who stood there.
'The boy was conducted along corridor after corridor, and
then taken into a pretty private dining-room.
John Spofford stood there, warming his hands at the
grate :fire.
"You're prompt, Denby. I'm glad of that, for I'm very
hungry.
Then they seated themselves before the most appetizing
luncheon that Dal Denby had ever seen or tasted.
Not much was said until the dishes had been removed
and the waiters had withdrawn.
"Denby," began Mr. Spofford, as he puffed at his afterluncheon cigar, "I suppose you have wondered somewhat
as to why I picked you out for such an important bit of
work."
"Yes, sir, I have."
"Well, there were several reasons," went on the money
king, slowly. "In the first place, as you know, I like to
promote my best people rapidly, and drop all the dead wood
as I go along. In that way I get the best and most effective service. I had had my eye on you for some little
time as one who might be useful to me in my business.
rrhat's the :first reason why I gave you this task.
"There were big things at stake in this game, Denby.
For a long time, in my market letters, I ,have been advising the public that General Tract'lbn was going to be a good,
solid stock to buy and hold for investment.
"The people took me at my word and bought heavily.
The "Sys-- I mean, my friends, the enemy, .wanted to
control General Ttaction without having to put too much
money into the job. Naturally, my enemies resented the
movement that put the stock up so high.
"My enemies waHed, and gathered their forces. Then
I
.
they got ready to bear down Traction stocks. That much
I l~a.."!led, for I have spies in their ·offices, just as they
have in mine.
"The bear movement \n Traction stock was intended to
put down prices and scare the public so that prices would
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go tumbling. When the price reached rock-bottom it was
their scheme to buy in cheaply from the panic-stricken publie. 'I'hus my enemies would get control of enough of the
stock, at very iow prices, and at the expense of thousands
of small investors who had followed my advice.
"Sq you will understand, Denby, that I was in honor
bound to beat the miserable scheme. I got together something more than ten millions of available funds, and prepared for the :fight.
"My :first move was to go away-to disapperu·. That
set my enemies guessing, and rattled their nerve. I was
in hopes-great hope&--that they would :find out nothing
whatever a.bout you, but they did."
"Through Mulford," hinted Dal, quietly. "When we
caught him listening he evidently '1id not hear all you
said, or he would not have tried to get me to go to the
System's office and repeat to them all you told me."
"Yes, I suppose so. You will wonder why I kept Mul\
.
ford. For the same reason that I keep a few other men
who, I know, are the enemy's spies-so that I can watch my
enemies through the moves of their spies in my office.
"It did no real harm, however, after all, to have the
enemy discover tha.t you were handling the move for me.
As soon as they discovered that their opponent--0n paper
-was a young clerk, almost an office boy, these enemies
jumped. to the conclusion that the \vhole move was only
'another of Spofford's bluffs.' As a matter of fact, Denby,
I (le~rer make a bluff. It's poor business.
"But there you sat, Denby, giving orders in the bull
movement, and my enemies .h.~ew everything that you were
doing, or thought they did. They figu;ed that you wouldn't
have authority to go far, a.ncl so they covered everything yott
dicl-and kept expecting you to stop.
"But the activity in Traction stock, and its constant
rallying power every time the bears assailed it brought
the general public feverishly into the market, just as I
had foreseen that it would. Now, Denby, the fight is over,
and Traction . will stay up around a lnindred and ten for
a good long time to come. My enemies arn out twenty
millions, and a good beating. The beating they have, and
most of their lost money is in my pockets."
"I don't quite understand h?w the messages from yoii.
got on the ticker tape," Dal su&gested. "Perhapa you
don't care to tell me, either."
"I'm not going to tell you, lad, but perhaps you can
guess," replied. the money king, smiling. "The tickers are
controlled by the telegraph people, and I can't buy those
people. But don't you suppose that a man with my bank
account can :find a way to buy some of the people who
get up the news for the ticker?"
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Dal nodded.
"And now, for yourself," went on Spofford. "I've put
you through a bigger test than I ever had the nerve to
put a young clerk through before. But you've stood the
test, and I'm satisfied with you. N atural.ly, you will get
a good deal more money for your work after this. In fact,
if you care to, you'll be able to live at this hotel. If you
stick to me, and do just right, you'll be a fairly rich young
ma.n in a few years. That has been the case with Dalton,
for instance. He's bright, quick, sharp, and I've always
been able to trust him. You may wonder why I didn't
give Dalton charge of this last move. It was because Dalton had other important work to do. Besides, he's surrounded by some spies of the enemy whom I want to· watch.
"Now, that!s about all I have to say, Denby. Go to the
cashier in the morning, and you'll find ten thousand dollars
waiting your order. Bank it, and use it-but don't ever
succumb to the temptation to gamble in stocks. If you do,
I'll find it out-and then I'll be through with you. So
will you give me your word never to gamble in stocks?"
"I give you my solemn word," Dal promi8€d, soberly.
"SJtjck to that, and I've no doubt that you'll be rich
one of these days."
Rich ! For ten thousand was wealth to Dal Denby,
dweller in a "sky parlor" at a wretched boarding house!
Hot and cold, trembling, our hero. rose as his employer
did.
"Good afternoon," nodded Spofford. "Of course you
needn't go back to the office this afternoon."
"Good afternoon, sir. And I don't know how to thank
\
..
you."
"You don't need to, Denb.y. I thank you instead."
Dal hurried away, for he knew that he had been dismissed from the presence of his busy employer.
"I wonder what he means to do for Tom Green?" quivered the boy. . "I was dying to ask him, but Spofford is a
man who don't stand for much questioning."
Dal hurried to the flower-stand, bought a floweT for his

"I wonder if I'm in the wrong room?" Dal thought1
anxiously.
Re was tempted to ring and find out, but hesitated;
through the fear of seeming "green."
A half hour went pa.<!t. Then there was a soft rustle,
and Faith Garner, slightly :flushed, eager, delighted-beautiful-rushed up to him, with both hands held out.
"Oh, Mr. Denby, I've been waiting-it 8€ems like an
age-to see you !"
"Why, was I in the wrong parlor?" asked. Dal, quickly.
"Oh, no, of course not," and Faith laughed merrily.
"I mean, I thought-I hoped- you mig~t call yesterday.
But I know how terribly busy a young man in your important position must be. And I have kept you waiting,
now, but I felt that I couldn't come down until I looked
at my very best."
"If you ever looked any better than you do now," Dal
blurted out, honestly, "then I wouldn't be able to. look at
you at all. It would be like staring at th~ bright glory
of the sun."
"Noble!" laughed Miss Garner, blushing, though. " I
didn't know that a Wall Street man could turn a compliment like that."
But Dal had simply spoken the truth. Re knew nothing
about women's attire, but he did know that this bewitchingly pretty slip of a girl could not have arrayed herself
in anything else that would have set off her beauty to
the same perfection.
"Oh, here's pa.p a!" cried Miss Garner. "He is most
anxious to meet you, Mr. Denby. Papa, I wish to present
Mr. Denby."
Major Garner, a. fine, white-haired old man, of erect carriage and courtly manner, stepped forward to take Dal's
hand warmly in his own.
"Mr. Denby, I don't know how I'm going to. thank you
for the tip you gave my daughter. I stood to lose the only
forty thousand dollars I had in the world. But we-Faith and I-played that tip carefully and thoroughly, and
pulled out two hundred thousand dollars ahead. I'm cured
of going into the stock market, too."
"The tip?" Dal repeated, bewilderedly.

button-hole, and then made his way to the desk.
Shaking a trifle, and more hot-and-cold than he had
been at any time l.n Spoffor<l's company, Dal took a card
"Oh, of course," chimed , in Faith, softly, "you don't
and wrote his name thereon.
want to admit that you gave me a tip on the market. You
"Send this up to .Miss Garner, please," he asked.
don't have to admit it, Jlr~r. Denby, and we shall never tell
In a few minutes the bell-boy was ha.ck.
any one. But you can't realize the depth of gratitude that
"Miss Garner will sM yo'u in the ladies' parlor," was we feel for you."
the message.
"I was afraid that the shock of losing would leave my
little
girl without a. d:ia.dy," went on Major Garner, tenDal followe9, the servar\t to the parfor.
derly. "But when we got the hang of the right side of the
Miss Garner was not there.
market it seemed to brace u:e my damaged old heart. I
Minute after minute passed, and still no sign of her.
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feel like a boy again, Mr. Denby- and a most lucky one,
thanks to you."
"The tip?" Dal repeated to himself. "Why, I didn't
give her the shadow of one--was most careful not to, in
fact, for I wasn't wholly sure that she didn't come from
Mr. Spofford's enemies."
But aloud, Dal said :
"Do you mind telling me, Miss Garner, just how you
understood and played the tip."
· "Why, it was the easiest thing in the world, you delightful fellow!" Faith cried, impulsively. "Why, when
I asked you if it would be safe for papa to hold on until the
stock rose to a hundred and ten, you pointed out to me the
danger that the bull and bear fight would keep it shifting
up and down, so that papa's margins would be wiped out."
"Yes."
"And so, of course, I understood your hint," Faith went
on, simply. "Papa and I sold out when Traction was up
three points. When it dropped four we bought in again,
sold on the next rise, bought at low ebb again, and so held
on until the market closed yesterday afternoon. Just before the close we sold out for good-two hundred thousand
dollars ahead. I reasoned that you knew, and meant to tell
· · me, that 'l.'raction would keep going up and down. Did I
understand your tip rightly, Mr. Denby-or did I stupidly
play it the wrong way and get out with le~s than we should
have done?"
"You did it just right-couldn't have done it better or
more cleverly if you had tried!" Dal declared, warmly.
"Why, my little girl is pretty clever," broke in the beaming major. "But of course it was easy for her when she had
such an excellent hint from the one boy in Wall Street

The following morning young Denby was at the office
bright and early.
First of all, he was instructed to dra.w his ten thousand
and take it out to bank it.
Then he returned to the office--to a new set of duties.
Tom Green received a thousand dollars, and an increas{'
of pay to fifteen dollars a week.
Dal wanted to see Tom come out much better, but Tom,
while a splendidly faithful fellow, was a plodder, none the
less, and the world is full of plodders.
But Tom has now advanced to a position where he draws
a comfortable salary and enjoys his family life outside of
business hours.
Mulford, within the week, got into a scrape in New
Jersey tha.t sent him to prison for ten years.
Dal has prospered and flgurished wonderfully in his
new duties.
But best of all, he thinks, he dines with Faith nearly
every night now.
She's known as Faith Denby in these days.
Major Garner is still alive, and enjoys a sunny old age
with his children, as he calls them. But he has two grandchildren, too.

..

THE END.

Many American boys are eagerly interes.ted in cadet life
at the great U. S. Military Academy at West P oint. We
have what we believe to be the best West Point story ever

who really knew."
"Pumped, and pumped dry, by crickets!" gasped Dal to written. "FROM CADET TO CAPTAIN; OR, DICK
himself. "She pumped it all out of me-out of my words DANFORD'S WEST POINT NERVE," by Lieutenant
and face--when I prided myself that I wasn't saying a J. J. Ba.rry, will be published complete in the next issue
word to a girl whom I feared was sent by; the enemy!
A
of "Wide Awake Weekly," No. 3. Otit next =eek.
"
Whew, but I'm glad the enemy didn't send a really clever
woman to me! A smart woman would have got Spafford's stirring story nf cadet life and fighting!"
order list when I thought I had it locked in the safe!"
Then, as Dal's gaze rested, lingeringly, on the smiling,
girlish face, he muttered to pimself:
"This is the kind nf gir1 for me!"
"What are you doing the rest of the day, Mr. Denby?"
SPECIAL NOTICE: All back numbers of this weekly
asked the major.
"Nothing."
"Won't you come up to our rooms now, then, and dine
with us to-night?"
Dal would and did. He got a glimpse of a different
world that day.

are always in print. If you canngt obtain them from any
newsdealer, send the price in money or postage stamps by
mail to FRANK TOUSEY, PUBLISHER, 24 UNION
SQUARE, NEW YORK, and you will receive the copies
you order by return mail.

c

:c....

A.

TJ 0

CONTAINS ALL SORTS OF STORIES.

32 PAGES.

EVERY STORY COMPLETE.

BEAUTIFULLY COLORED COVERS.
LATEST ISSUES:

346 Jack Lever, the Young Engineer of "Old Forty"; or, On Time
with the Night Express. By Jas. C. Merritt.
347 Out With Peary; or, In Search of the North Pole. By Ber1
t on B ertrew.
348 The Boy Prairie Courier ; or, General Custer's Youngest Aide. A
True Story of the Battle a t Little Big Horn. By An Old Scout.
349 Led Astray In New York; or, A Country Boy's Career in a Great
City. A True Temperan ce Story. By Jno. B. Dowd.
350 Sharpshooter Sam, the Yankee Boy Spy; or, Winning His Shoulder Straps. Gen'!. Jas. A. Gordon.
351 ll'om Train, the Boy Engineer of the Fast Express; or, Always at
His P ost. By Jas. C. Me rritt.
352 We Three ; or, The White Boy. Slaves of the Soudan. By Allan
Arnold.
353 Jack Izzard, the Yaµkee Middy. A Story of the War With Tripoli. By Capt. Tbos. H . Wilson.
354 The Senator' s Boy ; or , The Early Struggles of a Great Statesman. By H . K. Shackleford.
355 Kit Carson on a Mysterious Trail; or, Branded a Renegade. By
An Old S~out.
356 The Lively E ight Social Club; or, From Cider to Rum. A True
Temper a n ce S t ory. ,By Jno. B. Dowd.
357 The Dandy of the School ; or, The Boys of Bay Cliff. By Howard
Austin.
358 Out in the Streets; A Story of High and Low Life In New 'l'.ork.
(The Young America n Act or .)
By N. S. Wood
359 Captain Ray; The Young Leader of the Forl orn H ope. A True
Story of t h e Mexican Wa r By Gen ' !. Jas. A. Go rdon.
360 "3" ; or, T he Ten T reasure H ouses of the Tarta r Ki ng. By Richard R. Mon tgomery.
361 Railroad Rob ; or, T he Train Wreckers of the West. By Jas. C.
Merritt.
362 A Millionaire at 18; or, 'l'be American Boy Croesus. By H. K.
Shackleford.
363 The Seven W hite Bears; or, '!.'he Band of Fate. A Story of Russla. By Ri ch ard R. Montgo me r y.
364 Shamus O' Brien ; or, '!'be Bo ld Boy of Glinga ll. By All yn Draper.
365 The Skelet on Scout ; or, The Dread Rider of t he P la ins. By An
Old Scout.
366 "Merry Matt "; or, The Will -o'-tbe-Wisp of Wine. A True T ernperance Story . By H . K. Shack lefo rd.
367 The Boy Wit h the S teel Mask; or, A F ace That Was Never Seen.
•
By All a n Arnol d.
368 Clear-the-T•·a ck Tom; or, The Youngest Enginee r on the Road.
By Jas. C. Merritt.
369 Gallant Jack B a rry, The Young Fat her of the Ameri can Navy.
By Capt. Thos. H . Wilson.
370 La ughin.,a Luke, The Yankee Spy of the Revoluti on. By Gen'! Jns.
A. Gordon.
371 From Gutter to Governor; or, The Luck of a Wai f. By H . K.
Shacklefo rd.
372 Davy Crockett, Jr. ; or, "Be Sure You' re Right, Then Go Ahead."
By An Old Scout.
373 The Young Di a mond Hunters ; or, Two Runaway Boys In Trea sure
Land. A Story of the South African Mines. By Alla n Arnold.
374 The Phant om Brig ; or, The Chase of the Flying Clipper. By
Capt. Th os . H. Wilson.
375 Special B ob ; or, The Pride of the Road. By Jas. C. Merritt.
376 Three Chums; or , The Bosses of the Sch ool. By Allyn Dra per .
377 The Drummer Boy's Secr et ; or, Oath-Bound on the Battlefield.
By Gen ' !. J as. A. Gordon .
378 Jack Bradford ; or, The Struggles of a Working Boy. By Howard
Austin.
379 The Unknown Renegade; or, The Three Great Scouts. By An
Old Scout.
380 80 Degrees North; or, Two Years On The Arctic Circle. By Berton Bertrew.
381 Running Rob ; or, Mad Anthony's Rolllck!ng Scout. A Tale or
The American Revolution. By Gen. Jas. A. Gordon.

"

•

PRICE 5 CEN'rS.

382 Down the Shalt; or, The Hidden Fortune of a Boy Miner. By
Howar.d Austin.
383 The Boy Telegraph Inspectors; or, Across the Continent on a:
Hand Car. By Jas. c. Merritt.
384 Nazoma; or, Lost Among the He!!,d-Hunters. Bv Richard R,
•
M t
on gomery.
385 From Newsboy to President; or, Fighting for Fame and Fortune.
By H. K. Shackleford.
386 Jack Harold, 'l'he Cabin Boy; or, Ten Years on an Unlucky Ship.
By Capt. Thos. H. Wilson.
387 Gold Gulch ; or, Pandy Eilis's Last Trail. By An Old Scout.
388 Dick Darlton, the Poor-House Boy ; or, The Struggles of a Frlendless Waif. By H. K. Shackleford.
389 The Haunted Light-House; or, The Black Band of the Coast.
By Howard Austin.
390 Th e Boss Boy Bootbl ack of New York; or, Climbing the Ladder of
Fortune. By N. S. Wood (The Young American Actor).
391 The Sliver Tiger ; or, The Adventures of a Young American In
·
India. By Allan Arnold.
392 General Sherman's Boy Spy; or, ll'he March to the Sea. By Gen'!.
Jas. A. Gordon.
393 Sam Strap, Th e Young Engineer; or, The Pluckiest Boy on the
Road. By J as. C. Merritt.
394 Little Robert Emmet; or, The White Boys of Tipperary. By
Allyn Draper.
395 Kit Ca rson' s Kit; or, '!'he Young Army Scout'. By An Old Scout.
396 Beyond the Au ro ra ; or, The Search for the Magnet Mountain.
By Berton Be rtrew.
397 Seven D;amond Skulls; or, T!ie Secret City of Slam. By Allan
Arnold.
398 Ove r the Line ; or, The Ri ch and Poor Boys of Riverdale Schools.
By Allyn Draper.
399 The T wenty Silent Wolves; or, The Wlld Riders of the Moun.
t a ins. By Richard R. Montgomery.
400 A New York Working Boy; or, A Fight for a Fortune. By Howard Austin.
401 Jack the Juggler; or, A Boy's Search for His Sister. By H. K.
Shackleford.
402 Little Paul Jones; or, The Scourge of the British Coast. By
Capt. 'l'hos. B . Wilson.
403 Mazeppa No. 2, the Boy Fire Company of Carlton; or, P.Iucky
Work on Ladde r and Line. By Ex-1'' !re Chief Warden.
404 'l'he B lue Mask or, Fighting Against the Czar. By Allan Arnold.
405 Dick, the Apprentice Boy ; or, Bound to be an Engineer. (A
St ory of Railroad Life. ) By Jas. C. Merritt.
406 Kit Carson, Jr., In the Wild Southwest; or, The Search for a
Lost Claim. By An Old Scout.
4 o7 Th~ Rivals of Round Top Academy; or, Missing from School.
'
By All yn Drape r.
4 08 Ja ck Mason's Mlllion; or, A Boy Broker's Luck In Wall Street.
·
By H. K. Shackleford.
409 The Lost City of the Andes; ·or, The Treasure of the Volcano.
(A S tor y of Adventures In a Stra nge Land.) By Richard R. Mont.
gomer y.
410 The Ra pida n Rangers.; or, General Washington's Boy Guard. (A
Story of the Ameri can Revolution. ) By Gen' !. James A. Gor•
don.
411 " Old Put" ; or, The Fire Boys of Brandon. By Ex-Fire Chief Warden.
412 Dead Ga me ; or, Davy Crockett's Double. By An Old Scout.
413 Barnum's Young Sa ndow ; or, The Strongest Boy In the World.
By Berton Be rtrew.
414 H a lsey & Co.; or, The Young Bankers and Speculators. By H. K.
Shackleford.
415 Alow and Aloft: or, The Dashing Boy Harpooner. By Capt.
T bos. H. Wil son.
416 The Meteor Express ; or, The Perilous Run of a Boy Engineer By
•
Jas. C. Merri t t .
417 Buttons; or, Climbing to the T op. (A Story of a Bootblack's
Luck and Pluck. ) By Allyn Draper .
418 The Iron Grays; or, The Boy Riders of the Rapidan. By Gen'!.
'
Jas. A. Gordon.
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FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York.
DEAR Sm-Enclosed find ..... . cents fo r which please send me:
... :copies of WORK AND WIN, Nos .... . . .. .... . ............................ •.••••• -.-••••.••••..••••••.
" FAME AND FORTUNE WEEKLY, Nos . . ......................... ................... ..
"
" FRt\NK MANLEY'S WEEKLY; _Nos ........ ; .......................•••. .....•...••. ••••
"
" WILD WEST WEEKLY, Nos ... . ........................... ......•................. .' ••• ,,
"
" THE LIBERTY BOYS OF '76, Nos .......... • ........................... ............••••
"

''

'' PLUCK AND LUCK, Nos ...... ~ ........................... .................. : ........ .

" SECRET SERVICE, Nos ....... . '............ ·........................... ...........•..•••
" THE YOUNG ATHLETE'S WEEKLY, Nos ........................... ............... .... ,,
" Ten-Cent Hand Books, Nos ........................... ........................... ....... ..
Name ........•...........•.....• ..... Street and No .................. Town ................ State
"
"
"

These Books Tell You Everything I
.!. COMPLETE SET IS A REGULAR ENCYCLOPEDIA!
Each book consists of sixty-four page,s, printed on good paper, .in clear type and neatly bound in an attractive, illustrated rover.
M<;>st of the books are also profusely illustrated, anq all of the subiects treated upon are explained in such a simple manner that al!Y
child. can thoroughly understand them. Look over the list as classified and see if you want · to know anything about the subjediil
mentioned.
THESE BOOKS ARE FOR SALE BY ALL NEWSDEALERS OR WILL BE SENT BY MA.IL TO A.NY ADDRESS
FROM THIS OFFICE ON RECEIPT OF PRICE, TEN CENTS EACH, OR ANY 'l'HREE BOOKS FOR TWENTY-FIVE
CENTS. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, N.Y.
N?. 72. HOW ;ro DO SIXTY TRIOKS WITH CARDS.-EmMESMERISM.
No. 81. HOW TO MESMERIZE.-Containing the most ap- bracmg all of the latest and most deceptive card tricks, with il•
proved methods of mesmerism ; also how to cure all kinds of llllltrations. By A. Anderson.
No. 77. HOW TO DO FORTY TRIGKS WITH CARDS.diseases by animal magnetism, or, magnetic healing. By Prof. Leo
Containing
deceptive
Card
'1.'ricks
as
performed
by
leading
conjurors
Hugo Koch, A. C. S., author of "How to Hypnotize," etc.
and magicians. .Arranged for home amusement. Fully illustrated.

PALMISTRY.

No. 82. HOW TO DO PALMISTRY.-Containing the most apMAGIC.
proved methods of reading the lines on the hand, together with
No. ?· HOW TO DO TRICKS.-The great book of magic and
a full explanation of their meaning. • Also explaining phrenology, card tricks, containing full instruction on aH the leading card tricks
and the key for telling character by the bumps on the head. By of the d~y, also ~~e most popular magical illusions as performed by
Leo Hugo Koch, A. C. S. Fully illustrated.
oui: lea?mg mag1c1ans ; every boy should obtain a copy of this book,
as 1t will both amuse and instruct.
HYPNOTISM.
No .. 22. HO~ '£0 DO SECOND SIGHT.-Heller's second sight
No. 83. HOW TO HYPNOTIZE.-Containing valuable and in- explamed bJ'. his former assistant, Fred Hunt, Jr. Explaining how
structive information regarding the science of hypnotism. Also the secret dialogues were carried on between the magician and the
explaining the most approved methods which are employed by the boy on the stage; also giving all the codes and signals. The only
leading hypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.C.S.
authentic explanation of second sight.
No. 43. HOW TO BECOl\lE A MAGICIAN.-Oontaining the
SPORTING.
No. 21. HOW TO HUNT AND FISH.-The most complete grandest assortment of magical illusions ever placed before the
public.
Also tricks with cards. incantations, etc.
hunting and fishing guide ever published. It contains full inNo. -68. HOW TO DO CHEMICAL 'l'RICKS.-Containing over
structions about guns, hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing,
one hundred highly amusing and instructive tricks with chemicalii.
together with descriptions .of game and fish.
No. 26. HOW TO ROW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT.-Fully By .A. Anderson. Handsomely illustrated.
No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGH'!' OF HAND.-Containing over
illustrated. Every boy should know how to row and sail a boat.
Full instructions are given in this little book, together with in- fifty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Also containmg the secret of second sight. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson.
structions on swimming and riding, companion sports to boating.
No. 47. HOW TO BREAK, RIDE AND DRIVE A HORSE.- . No._ 70. HOW '.1'0 MAKE -MAGIC TOYS.-Containing full
directions
for makmg Magic Toys and devices of many kinds. By
A complete treatise on the horse. Describing the most usef~ horses
for business, the best horses for the road; also valuable recipes for A. Anderson. Fully illust.-ated.
No. 73.. HOW: TO ~O TRICKS WITHNUMBERS.-Showlng
diseases pecaliar to the horse.
No. 48. HOW 'l'O BUILD AND SAIL CANOES.-A handy many curious tnc~s with figures and the magic of numbers. By A.
book for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoes Anderson. Fully illustrated.
.No. 7.5. HO\Y TO ~ECOME A CONJUROR. - Containing
and the most popular manner of sailing them. Fully illustrated.
tricks with Dommos, Dice, Cups and Balls, Hats etc. Embracing
By C. Stansfield Hicks.
thirty-six illustrations. By A. Anderson.
'
•
FORTUNE TELLING.
No. 78. HOW TO DO THE BLACK ART.-Containing a comNo. 1. NAPOLEON'S ORACULUM AND DREAM BOOK.- plete description of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight of Hand,
Containing the great oracle of human destiny; also the true mean- together with many wonderful experiments. By A. Anderson.
ing of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies, Illustrated.
and curious games of cards. A complete book.
MECHANICAL,
No. 23. HOW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS.-Everybody dreams,
from the little child to the aged man and woman. This little book
No. 29. HOW TO BECOME .AN INVENTOR.-Every boy
gives the explanation to all kinds of dreams, together with lucky should know how inventions originated. This book explains them
and unlucky Jays, and "Napoleon's Oraculum," the book of fate.
all, givi~g examples in electricity, hydraulics, magnetism, optics,
No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES.-Everyone is desirous of pneumatics, mechanics, etc. The most instructive book published.
knowing what his future life will bring forth, whether happiness or . No. 5t;l. HOW TO BECOM~ AN ElNGINEER.-Containing full
misery, wealth or poverty. You can tell by a glance at this little mstruct1ons how to proceed m order to become a locomotive enbook. Buy one and be convinced. Tell your own fortune. Tell gineer; also directions for building a model locom<>tive · together
the fortune of your friends.
with a full description of everything an engineer should know.
No. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.No. 57. HOW TO MAKE MUSICAL"INSTRUMEJNTS.-Full
Containing rules for telling fortunes by the aid of lines of the band, directions how to mak~ a Banjo, Violin, Zither, .2Eolian Harp, Xyloor the secret of palmistry. Also the secret of telling future events phone and other musical instruments; together with a brief deby aid of moles, marks, scars, etc. Illustrated. By A. Anderson. scription of nearly every musical instrument used in ancient or
modern times. Profusely illustrated. By Algernon S. Fitzgerald,
for twenty years bandmaster of the Royal Bengal Marines.
ATHLETIC.
No. 6. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE.-Giving full inNo. 59. HOW TO l\IAKE A MAGIC LANTERN.-Containing
struction for the use of dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars, a description of the lantern, together with its histo·r y and invention.
horizontal bars and various other methods of developing a good, Also full directions for Its use and for painting slides. Handsomely
healthy muscle; containing over sixty illustrations. Every boy can illustrated. By John Allen.
become strong and healthy by following the instructions contained
No. 71. HOW TO DO MECHANICAL TRICKS.-Oontalning
in this little book.
complete instructions for performing ove1· sixty Mechanical Tricks.
No. 10. HOW TO BOX.-The art of self-defense made easy. By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated.
Containing over thirty illus-ations of guards, blows, a.nd the diiferLETTER WRITING.
e11t positions of a good boxer. Every boy should obtain one of
these useful and instructive books, as it wi:Il teach you how to box
No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVEJ-LETTERS.-.A most comwithout an instructor.
plete little book, containing full directions for writing love-letters,
1'jo. 25. HOW TO BECOME .A GYMNAST.-Containing full and when to use them. giving specimen letters for young and old.
instructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises.
No. 12. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS 'l.'0 LADIES.-Giving
Embracing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald. complete' instructions for writing letters to ladies on all subjects;
A handy and useful book.
also letters of introduction, notes and requests.
No. 34. HOW TO FENCE.-Containing full instruction for
No. 24. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO GENTLEMEN.fencing and the use of the broadsword; also instruction in archery. Containing full directions for writing to gentlemen on all subjects;
Described with twenty-one practical illustrations, giving the best also giving sample letters for instruction.
positions in fencing. A complete book.
No. 53. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS.-A wonderful little
book, telling you how to write to your sweetheart, your father,
•
TRICKS WITH CARDS.
mother, sister, brother, employer; and, in fact, everybody and anyNo. 51. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS.-Containing body ,yoµ wish to write to. Every young man and every young
explanations of t'he general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable lady in the land should have this book.
to card tricli:s; of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring
No. 74. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS CORRECTLY.-Consleight-of-band; of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of taining futl instructions for writing letters on almost any subject;
specially prepared cards. By Professor Haffner. Illustrated. I a.lso r~les for punctuation and composition, with specimen letters.

THE STAGE.
No. 41. T HE B OYS OF NEW YORK END MEN'S JOKE
BOOK.- Containing a great variety of the latest jokes used by the
m<?st famous en<:J men. No amateur minstrels is complete without
th is wonderful httle book.
No . . 4~. THE ~OYS OF NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKER.C onta1~mg a vaned asso,rtn;ient of ~tump speeches, Negro, Dutch
and I rish. Also end mens Jokes. Just the t hing for home amusement and amateur shows.
No. 45. THEJ BOYS OF NEJW YORK MINSTREL GUIDE
A.ND JOKffi B<?OK.;--Somethin~ new a?d very _instructive. Every
boy. should ob tam this ~ook, as It con tams full mstructions for orgamzmg an amateur mmstrel troupe.
. No. 65. MULDOO~'S JOKE~.-;---Th~s is one of the most original
JOke ~ooks ever pubhshe~, and It 1s brimful of wit and humor. It
contarns a large collect10n of .songs, jokes, conundrums, etc., of
T errence Muldoon, the great wit, humorist, and practical joker of
the day. Every boy who can enjoy a good substantial joke should
·
obtain a copy immediately.
No. . 79. HQW TO BECOME A.N A.CTOR.-Containing complete mstruct1ons how to make up for various characters on the
s,tage_; , tog~ther with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter,
Scemc Artist_and Property Man. By a prominent Stage Manager.
N~. 80. GUS WILLIAMS' JOKE BOOK.-Containing the latest Jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and
ever popular Ger~1;1n comedian. Sixty-four pages; handsome
colored cover conta1mng a half-tone photo of the author.

No: 31. H<;>W T9 BECOME A. SPEA.KER.-Containing fourteen 11lustrat1ons, giving the different positions requisite to become
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems from
a~l the popular ~uthors of prose and poetry, a rranged in t he moat
simple and conc1s.:? manner possible.
No. 49. _HOW TO DEBA'.rE.-Giving rules for conducting debates, outlmes for debater, questions for discussion and t he best
sources for procuring info;;mation on the questions given.

S OCI ETY.

No. 3. HOW TO FLIR'l'.-The arts and wiles of flirtat ion are
fully explained by this little book. Besides the various methods of
ba.Ldkerchief'. fan, glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it con·
~ams a _full list of the language and sentiment of flowers, which is
m.terest1ng to everybody, both old and young. You cannot be happy,1
without one.
No. 4. BOW 'l'O DANCE is the title of a new and handsoma
little book just issued by l~rank Tousey. It contains full instructions in the art of daueing, etiquette in the ball-room and at parties
how to drE-ss, and full directions for calling off in all popular squaro
dances.
No. 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE.- A. complete guide to love
courtship and maJTiage, giving sensible advice, rules and etiquette
to be observed, with many curious and interesting things not gen·
·
erally known.
No. 11. HOW 'l'O DRESS.- Conta.ining full instruction in the
art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad giving the
selections of colors, material. and how to have them made up.
No. 18. HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL.-One of t he
HO US EKEEPI NG .
hrightest and most valuable little books ever given to t he wo rld.
NI?. 16. H9W TO KEEP A, WIND.OW GARDEN:-Containiiig Everybody wishes to know how to become beautiful, both male and
f ull mstruct1ons for constructmg a wmdow garden either in town female. '.rhe secret is simple, and almost costless. R ead t his book
or country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful and be convinced how to become beautiful.
I
flowers at home. The most complete book of the kind ever published.
BIRDS AND ANIMALS.
No. 30. HOW TO COOK.- One of the most instructive books
No. 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.-Handsomely illustrated and
on cooking ever published. It. contains. recipes for cooking meats, containing full instructions for the management and training of the
fish, game, and oysters ; also pies, puddmgs, cakes and all kinds of canary. mockingbird, bobo1ink, blackbird. paroquet, parrot, etc.
pastry, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular
No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY, PIGEONS AND
cooks.
RABBITS.-A useful and instructive book. Handsomely illus·
No. 37. HOW TO KEEP HOUSE.-It contains information for trated. Hy Ira Drofraw.
everybody, boys, girls, men and women; it will teach you how to
No. 40. HOW •.ro l\IAKE AND SET TRA.PS.-Including hinta ·
make almost anything around the house, such as parlor ornaments on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birds.
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching birds.' Also how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J . Harrington
Keene.
ELECT RI CAL.
No. 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANI MALS.-A
No. 46. H OW T O MAKE AND USE ELECTRICI TY.- A de- valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mountin1
scr iption of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism· and preserving hirds, animals aud insects.
together with full instructions for making Electric Toys, Batteries:
No. 54. HOW TO KEEP AND MANAGE PETS.-Giving com·
etc. By George Trebel, A. M., M. D. Containing over fifty il- plete information as to the manner and method of raising, keeping,
lustrations.
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets; also giving full
No. 64. HOW TO MA.KE ELECTRICAL MACHINES.-Con- instructions for making cages, etc. Fully explained by twenty-eight
t aining full directions for making electrical machines, induction illustrations, making it the most complete book of "the kind ever
coils, dynamos. and many novel toys to be worked by electricity. published.
By R. A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated.
MI S C ELLANEOUS .
No. 67. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.- Containing a
No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A scrnNTIST.-'A useful and inlar ge collection of instructive and highly amusing electr ical t r icks
' structive book, giving a complete treatise on chemistry; a lso ex·
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson.
periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and di·
rections for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons. Thia
ENTERTAIN M ENT.
'
No. 9. HOW TO BECO~E A VEJ'ITRILOQUIST.- By Harry book cannot be equaled.
No. 14. HOW TO l\IAKE CA.NDY.-A complete hand-book for
K ennedy. 1'he secret given away. Every intelligent boy reading
this book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi- making all kinds of candy, icc-crea~ .. syrup~essences. etcu etc.
No. 84. ·HOW '.!..'0 BECOME AN AUTtiOR.- Contai ning fu ll
tudes every night with his wonderful imitations), can master the
art, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the information regarding choice of subjects, the use of words and the
of preparing and submitting manuscript. Also containing
manner
it.
in
fun)
(of
millions
theres
and
greatest book ever published.
No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.- A valuable information as to thE( neatness, legibility and general com·
very valuable little book just published. A complete compendium position of manuscript, essential to a successful author. By Prince
.
of games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable ·Hiland.
fo r parlor or drawing-room entertainment. It contains more for the · No. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR.-A won·
derful book. containing Qseful and practical information in t he
money than any hook published.
No. 35. HO\V TO PLAY GAMES.-A. complete and useful little treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments common to every
book, containing the rules and r~gulations of billiards, bagatelle, family . Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general com·
'
plaints.
backgammon, croquet. dominoes, etc.
No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STA.MPS A.ND COINS.-Con·
No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.-Containing all
the leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arranging
of stamps anci coins. Handsomely illustrated.
and witty sayings.
No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETEC'rIVE.-By Old King Brady,
No. 52. HOW 1'0 PLAY 01\RDS.-A. complete and handy little
the world-known detective. In which he lays down some valuable
Cribe,
Euchr
playing
for
'irections
f\.
and
rules
the
book, itiving
bltge, Casino, Forty-Five, :a!'-. ,ce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker, and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates some adventures
Auction Pitch, All Fours, and many other popular games of cards. and experiences of well-known detectives.
No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPBER.- Cont ain·
No. 66. HOW TO DO PDZZLES .-Containing over three hundred interesting puzzles and conundrums. with key to same. A ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to work it;
also how to make Photographic .Magic Lantern Slides and other
complete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson.
Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W . D e W.
Abney.
ETIQUETT E.
No. 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY
No. 13. H OW TO DO IT; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.-It
full explanations how to gain admittance-,
CADET.-Containing
is a great life secret, and o,ne that every young man desires to know
course of Study, Examinations, Duties. Staff of Officers, Post
all about. There's happiness in it.
No. 33. HO:W 'l'O BEHAVE.-Containing the rules and etiquette Guard, Police RPgnlations, Fire Department, and all a boy should
of good society and the eal'-iest and most approved methods of ap- know to be a Cadet. Ccmpiled and written by Lu Senarens, author
pearing to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and of "How to Become a Naval Cadet."
No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET.-Complete inin the drawing-room.
structions of how to gain admission to the Annapolis Naval
Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, descr iption
DECLAMATION.
sketch. and evervthing a boy
No. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS. of gronnds and buildings. historicalthe
United States 'Navy. Com·
- Containing the most popuhlr sele<:!tions in use, comprising Dutch should know to berome an officer in
dialect, French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together piled and written by :Ln s~narens, author of "How to Become a
West Point Militan• Cadet."
with many standard readings.

PRI CE 10 CENTS · EACH~ OR 3 F OR 2 5 CENTS.
Address- FRANK TOUSEY. Publisher~ 24 Union Square, New York.

Fame and ,Fort.une W'eek-ly
STORIES OF BOYS WHO. MAKE MONEY
By A

SEL:f-MADE MAN

...

32 Pages of Reading Matter

Handsome Colored Covers

• •

A New One Issued Every Friday
Tl}is Weekly contains interesting stories of smart boys, who win fame and fortune by their ability to take advantage of
passing opportunities. Some of these stories are founded on true incidents in the lives of our most successful self-made
men, and show how a boy of pluck, perseverance and brains can become famous and wealthy. Every one of this series
contains a good moral tone which makes "Fame and Fortune ·weekly" a magazine for the home, altpough each number
is replete with exciting adventures. The stories are the very best obtainable, the illustrations are by expert artists. and
every effort is .constantly being made to make it the best weekly on the news stands. Tell your friends about it.
ALREADY PUBLISHED.

17 King of the Market; 'o r, The Youngest Trader in Wall
Street.
18 Pure Grit; or, One Boy in a Thousand.
19 A Rise in Life; or, The Career of a Factory Boy.
fi
20 A Barrel of l\{oney; or, A Bright Boy in Wall Street.
6
21 All to the Good; or, From Call Boy to Manager.
22 How He Got There; or, The Pluckiest Boy of Them Ell.
7
23 Bound to Win; or, The Boy Who Got Rich.
~
24 Pushing It Through; or, The Fate of a Lucky Boy.
25 A Born Speculator; or, the Young Sphinx of Wall Street.
9
26 The Way to Success; or, The Boy Who Got There.
10
27 Struck Oil; or, The Boy Who Made a Million.
11
28 A Golden Risk; o,·, The Young Miners of Della Cruz.
J¥
29 A 1Sure Winner; or, The Boy Who Went Out With a Circus.
l~
30 Golden Fleece; ot; The Boy Brokers of Wall Street.
i4
31 A Mad Cap Scheme; or, The Boy Treasure Hunters of Co15
cos Island.
U
32 Adrift on the World; oc, Working His Way to Fortune.
For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by
1
2
3
4

A Lucky Deal; or, The Cutest Boy in Wall Street.
Born to Good Luck; or, The Boy Who Succeeded.
A Corner in ·corn; or, How a Chicago Boy Did the Trick
A Game of Chance; or, The Boy Who Won Out.
Hard to Beat; or, The Cleverest Boy in Wall Street.
Building a Railroad; or, The Young Contractoi:s of Lakeview.
Winning His Way; or, The Youngest Editor in Green
River.
The Wheel of Fortune; or, The ·Record of a Self-Made
Boy.
Nip and Tuck ; or, The Young Brokers of Wall Street.
A Copper Harvest; or, The Boys WhoWorked a Deserted
Mine.
A Lucky Penny; or, The Fortunes of a Boston Boy.
A Diamontl in the Rough; or, A Brave Boys Start in Life.
Baiting the Bears; or, The Nerviest Boy in Wall Street.
A Gold Brick; or, The Boy Who Could Not be Downed.
A Streak of Luck; or, The Boy Who Feathered His Nest
A Good Thing; or, The Boy Who Made a Fortune.

BANK TOUSEY, Publisher,

24 Union Square, New York.

IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS
of our Libraries and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Cut .out and ftll
in the _following Order Blank and send it to us with t\e price of the books you want and we will send them to you by retprn mail.
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Interesting Stories of Adventure in All Parts of the World

TAKE NOTICE! -.U
This handsome weekly contains intensely interesting stori·es of adventure on a great variety of
subjects. Each number· is replete with rousing situations and lively incidents. The heroes are
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